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NEW YORK, SEPTEMBER 12, 1863. 


No 415—Vor. XVI] 
Our Sketches. 
HEADQUARTERS DEPT. OF THE SOUTH, 
Morris Island, S. C., Aug. 24, 1863. 

Having found it necessary to employ 
Mr. W. T. Cranz to make sketches of 
the progressive demolition of Fort 
Sumter by our batteries, I most cheer- 
fully bear testimony to the general 

accuracy of his delineations. 

Q. A. GILLMORE, 

Brig.-Gen. Commanding. 


We insert the above high testimony to the 
fidelity of the sketches which we have given 


of the operations of o y and navy in 
the Department ofthe South, the more readily 
as it was entirely unsolicite@by us. 

No reader of Frank Lesiin’s ILLUSTRATED 
NEWSPAPER can now indulge any doubt as to 
the truth of what Wegoccasionally say of the 
merit of our sketchauggs actual living pictures 
of events passing mugga@t us. - 

We spare no expense in keeping at every 
important point competent Artists, all of 
whom could obtain from the Gemgegas on the 
field similar testimonials. Such we have 
never sought; but when, amid the cares of 
so great a campaign. Gen. Gillmore can stop 
to commend our exertions, it is no vanity on 
our part to lay it before our readers. 
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THE LAWRENCE MASSACRE. 

Tue war has had its terrors. The deep 
hypocrisy of the Confederate leaders, who, 
hanging Union men in Tennessee and Mis- 
souri as bridgeburners, guerillas, or simply 
and nakedly as Union men, insulted Heaven 
and outraged humanity by their mendacious 
protests against the reprisals occasionally 
and too seldom made by our kindly-hearted 
authorities, reaches a climax in the fearful 
massacre at Lawrence, Kansas. 

In atrocity, in bloodthirsty cruelty, in bar- 
barity, rapine and fiendishness it has no 
parallel in our history. A town entered 
treacherously by night, nearly 200 of ite 
people butchered without mercy, the city 
pillaged and fired, such is, in the eyes of 
the sanctimonious Davis and Beauregard, a 


THR WAR IN KANSAS—FRARFUL MASSACRE AT LAWRENCE BY QUANTRELL'S GUERILDAS, 


[Prick 8 Cznts. 
part or civilized warfare. When Bishop 
Lynch chanted his Te Deum to thank the Al- 
mighty that civil war’ had begun, was it to 


ask the benediction of heaven on scenes like 
this? 


The immediate perpetrator of the frightful 
massacre was Quantrell, who has, for the 
last two years, figured in guerilla war, in 
Missouri, and though often defeated, never 
captured. His force consisted of 800 picked 
men from Lafayette, Saline, Clay, Johnson 
and other border counties of Missouri. It 
started on the 20th from Middle Fork, Grand 
river, 15 miles from the Kansas border, and 
crossed the line near the town of Gardner, 
reaching Lawrence at four o’clock on the 
morning of the 2ist. He posted a guard 
around the city antl began the work of mur- 
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der, arson androbbery. The place was com- 
pletely taken by surprise, and this handsome 
town, which so well manifested its New 
England origin in its neat and comfortably 
furnished. houses, was soon enveloped in 
flames, the war of the element alone drown- 
ing the cries of its inhabitants as they fell 
under the hands of the murderers, or the 
shrieks of the women and children who saw 
ali dear to them butchered before their eyes. 

A small body was organized to pursue the 
rebels, who soon scattered, and at the latest 
accounts many had been ed and much 
property recovered. The loss is estimated 
at about $2,000,000. 

According to the Worcester Spy, Quantrell 
is not a Missourian, but went over to the 
Border Ruffians of that State because he had 
bécome too base a villain for any other asso- 
ciation. His real name is Hart. Sometime 
after Kansas was organized as a Territory he 
went there, and became a resident of Law- 
rence. When the Border Ruffians 
their outrages in Kansas he acted with the 
Free State men, joined one of the military 
companies, and for a short time, we believe, 
‘was connected with John Brown’s men, but 
failed to win his confidence. 

After a time Quantrell—or Hart, rather— 
formed a secret connection with the Border 
Ruffians. He was fast los: reputation at 
Lawrence, and found it desirable to seek new 
and more congenial associations. He served 
the ruffians as a spy, concerted with them 
plans for abducting colored people from 
Kansas, and continued to operate in this way 
until Lawrence was not likely to tolerate him 
much longer. The fear of lynch law con- 
strained him to leave the State. Soon after 
the present war began he turned up in Mis- 

‘gouri, as the leader of a lawless band of 
guerillas. - 
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Barnum’s American Museum. 
UMMER DRAMATIC SEASON, under 








the direction of that talented and 
Cc. W. CLARKE, " by y of the 
best Artistes of to at 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
DECLINED-—My Husband—The Green Monster— 
Love Successful and Otherwise—The Rose of the 
Galtees—Who Was to Blame ?—Love and Grief—The 
Siren. 
LE 
Summary of the Week. 


VIRGINIA. 


The regiments of the army of the Potomac 
are fast filling up with recruits obtained by 
the draft. 

The rebel Gen. Mosby, who, with his gue- 
rillas, almost entered Alexandria, was pursued, 
and, it is reported, mortally wounded near 
Leesburg. Gen. White is in command of 
another band of guerillas giving great an- 
noyance. Both are guided by pseudo-loyal 
Virginia farmers. 

An expedition of the 3d Pennsylvania 
artillery, under Major Stevenson, ran up the 
Chickahominy, in a steamboat, on the 23d 
August, and dispersed Robinson’s rebel 
cavalry. 

On the 28th a mail, in charge of some 
cavalry, was captured by guerillas, near Har- 
wood Church, and two nien killed. 

The gunboats Satellite and Reliance were 
captured by the rebels at the mouth of the 


Rappahannock on the 25th. 


NORTH CAROLINA. 


This poor State, dragged reluctantly into 
the vortex of treason, seems sadly discon- 
tented with the Elysian Government inau- 
gurated by the statesmen and humane warriors 
of the Cotton States. 

On the 8th a vessel, with army stores, ran 
the blockade and entered Wilmington; but 
the cargo was seized by the people, who were 
sustained by Gov. Vance. 

On thé 24th the frigate Minnesota and six 
gunboats, after running ashore, on the 18th, 
the blockade-runner Hebe, bombarded Fort 
Fisher, near New Inlet, and destroyed the 
vessel with her cargo, which had been landed. 
The blockade-runners are, however, very 
active, no less than twelve having got in, in 
five days. A large rebel steam sloop of war, 
from England, with the English flag flying, 
is said to have been of the number. 


--- 





SOUTH CAROLINA. 


Fort Sumter is a heap of ruins, 604 shots 
having been fired at it on the 22d, and though 
it has not, and probably will not, surrender 
formally, is no longer an obstacle. Gen. 
Gillmore, on the 23d, opened on the city of 
Charleston with Short’s Greek fire shell, after 
having demanded the surrender of the 
fort and city, and having given Gen. 
Beauregard notice to remove non-com- 
batants. As Gillmore’s incendiary shells 
fell on the city, Beauregard, the wretch 
who refused to give up Col. Cameron’s 
body; who allowed his troops to dig up the 
body of the noble Major Ballou and convert 
it into hideous trophies; who buried our 
prisoners when they died in negro burial- 
grounds ; who more recently buried Col. Shaw 
under negro soldiers ; who, in a word, has in 
every way heaped outrage and indignity on the 
soldiers of the country, protested against 
Gillmore’s inhumanity. But as Gen. Gillmore 
bombarded Charleston to burn it or compel 
its surrender, he continued. 

The fleet has not yet advanced on the city, 
but has aided in the bombardment of the 
forts. An attempt was made to destroy the 


According to rebel accounts, Gen. Gillmore 
made a vigorous attack on their riflepits at 
nightfall, and the bombardment of the forts 
was continued on the 27th. Our troops are 
still working at the trenches before Sumter. 

GEORGIA. 

On the 15th the Everglade, a side wheel 
steamer, ran out of Savannah and passed 
Fort Pulaski, but was overhauled by the 
Madgie and sunk near Tybee island. Besides 
cotton, she had officers and men for a priva- 
teer, some of whom are taken. 

TENNESSEE. - 

On the 2ist, Col. Wilder appeared be- 
fore Chattanooga and opened fire on the 
enemy’s works, sinking one and disabling 
another steamer at the wharf. Gen. John- 
ston is said to be in command, having super- 
seded Bragg. On the night of the 22d, Col. 
Wilder crossed the Tennessee and burnt 
the railroad bridge at Shellmound. 

On the 30th Gen. Rosecrans crossed the 
Tennessee at four points, Gen. Reynolds 
capturing a large force at Shell Mound and a 
camp at Falling Water. The guerilla Mays 
and Cannon, M.C.C.S., were among the 
prisoners. Mee 

Gen. Crittenden is meanwhile operating 
above Chattanooga, and Gen. Burnside men- 
acing Buckner in Kingston, so that the 
rebel army is assailed on all sides. 

KANSAS. 

The massacre at Lawrence has aroused a 
fierce spirit of vengeance, and bloody repri- 
sals will be made. The inhabitants of seve- 
ral frontier counties in Missouri implicated 
in the horrid atrocity have received orders 
to remove, and a large force is organizing 
in Kansas to enter Missouri. 

The total number massacred in Lawrence 
is 183. 

MISSOURI. 

A band of guerillas on the 26th stopped 
the steamboat Live Oak, at Berlin, on the 
Missouri river, robbed the boat and passen- 
gers, and then released them. 

, ARKANSAS. 

Woodson’s cavalry a few days since cap- 
tured a guerilla force at Pocahontas, taking, 
among other prisoners, the notorious Gen. 
Jeff Thompson and his staff. 

LOUISIANA. 

Admiral Porter announces the entire suc- 
cess of the late expedition up the Red and 
White rivers, great quantities of rebel stores 
having been’ destroyed, and the only two 
rebel steamers taken. 








NOTES AND TOPICS. 
Citizenship and its Duties. 
Tre draft, a measure severe in its action, 


when it had been used by the rebels to maintain 
in the field the large armies which have enabled them 
to prolong the war, has shown the real love of the 
people for the Government. 

The native-born citizens, “ free to the manor bort,” 
loving freedom and willing to make sacrifices to pre- 
serve it, full of respect for the Government they love 
and honor, have generally obeyed the law, in spite of 
its occasional hardship, as no similar law was probably 
ever obeyed. The chief opposition to it has come 
from adopted citizens, from aliens who, landing in 
this country, eagerly sought citizenship, allured by 
its advantages, but forgetful that it had burdens also. 
To be able to vote as well as the richest in the land, 
to rise occasionally to office, were inducements too 
great to be resisted. Many of these new-made citi- 
zens, moving in the humbler spheres, were never di- 
rectly taxed or called upon to perform jury duty or be 
enrolled in the local militia. They had all privileges, 
with no burdens. ~~ - 

The rebels have almost from the first resorted to 
conscription, and have enforced it wherever their arms 
penetrate. They drag off loyal men in Virginia, Ten- 
nsese, Kentucky and Missouri; but no condemnation 





of their course ever appeared in the journals that have 
in the North supported their cause, and labored to in- 
flame the public mind, cstensibly against the Admin- 


patriotism prompted 

in cases its operation would be harsh, the inborn lib- 
erality of the American people would enable the 
sufferer to procure the substitute at the low rate pro- 
posed by the act. Never was there an occasion where 
opposition to the enforcement of an act was less jus- 
tiflable. But at once a system of attack was inaugu- 
rated. The minds of the masses were inflamed, and 
New York shows the fearful result of the unwise, un- 
patriotic, if not malicious 

After a million and a half of property has been de- 
stroyed in the city, which the taxpayers must pay, 
the Board of Supervisors give two millions more 
from the pockets of the taxpayers in order to 
relieve ten thousand of the men drafted jn the city, as 
though of the twenty thousand drafted one-half could 
really show any sound veason for exemption. The 
result will be that New York will furnish so few that 
the city will be called upon to pay a few millions 
more in bounty to fill up regiments, and thus crush 
the citizens under the accumulated taxes. Why 
should all in the end come upon the taxpayer? Why 
should not the citizen, who voluntarily accepts the 
rights and duties of citizenship, take his part of the 
public burdens, and if unable to contribute in money, 
contribute by persoual service? If in Europe, per- 
haps, he was not called on to enter the army as a 
conscript, at all events he was debarred from many 


Ironsides by torpedoes, which was fortunately |-Ptvileges open to him here. 
the 
prevented. Phen questions which this we wee bring up 


examination 
tofore received will be this question of naturalization. 
The laws passed in the infancy of the Government 
are not suited for its prime. Naturalization should 
be easy, but it should be explicit, that the many shall 
not, as heretofeye, rush madly into it, without a 


should certainly be at once introduced, that no one 
who has ever borne arms against the United States in 
any civil war or insurrection shall, under any circum- 
stances, be admitted to 


Louis Na Elephant. 

History records o one man who knew 
what to do with his elephant—need we add that 
it was Barnum. That prince of comic papers, the 
Budget , in its latest number, has admirably 
portray: Napoleon’s present unhappy position 
anent Mexico. It represents “‘the Dutch nephew” 
of “the Corsican uncle” his Mexican ele- 
phant upon his shoulders and offering it to the Aus- 
trian Archduke, who seems in a “ decidedly undecided” 
state of mind whether to take or reject the unwieldy 
and dangerous gift. Despite the apparent anxjety of 
the French monarch for the Archduke’s acceptance of 
the glittering bauble, it is suspected that the offer was 
made as a blind to his real wishes, which are to retain 
it more immediately under French rule without rous- 
ing the jealousy of Europe. The enly advantage 
Napoleon could gain from Maximilian’s occupation of 
the Mexican throne would be the support of that 
power in a war with the United States; but every one 
knows how little aid an inland nation like Austria 
could afford. Even Spzin or Italy would be more 
available. As for England joining in any guarantee 
of the throne to a prince of the house of Hapsburg, 
it is too obsolete for consideration. That might have 
been entertained in the days of Castlereagh, but not 
those of King Paddy O’Pam. The aristecracy of 
England would undoubtedly be glad to see her 
assume such an position to her great 
rival, but sheis not fool enough to join a partnership 
where she would have to do the lion’s share of fight- 
ing. She did not back out of the Mexican adventure 
iu 1861, when all looked gloomy for us, to get into 
anothey in 1863, when our eagles are everywhere tri- 
umphant. In the , if Maximilian does not 
take the elephant off Louis Napoleon’s shoulders this 
year, we will brush it off ourselves in the next. 


Shertsighted England. 
Tue spread of the English language, Eng- 
lish laws and principles of government in the last 











and e 

The rival of England, in whose people’s veins hate 
of England burns with an intensity equal to that of 
life, proposes to check the progress of the English 
language, law and customs. It announces that it will 


reponderant America, 
check English (as distinguished from Latin) progress. 
Autocracy in France resolves to mirror itself by an 


ment in America, Texas, once claimed by France; 
Sonora, ineffectually sought by clandestine French in- 
trigue ; once a French colony, are tempting, 
and in the midst of a civil war in the United States 
she hopes to win them all. Thisis not strange. The 
boundless ambition that must, fever-like, rage in the 
veins of a Napoleon, seeks conquest. But will it be 
credited that calm, farsighted English statesmen aided 
him thus, not only in checking the progress of free- 
dom and constitutional government, but actually 
aided him to regain to the barbaric forms of auto- 
cracy vast regions, where constitutional government 
was in full operation, and others where the people 
were undergoing the necessary probation to fit them 
for it? Yet such is really the case. 

The le is between free government and 
Cesarism, and England throws her whole weight 
into the latter scale. Jealous as she is of her liberties, 
she aids a hated rival to extinguish liberty, and on its 
ruins raise the palace of an imperial Czsar. 





England has in every way sought, during the last two 
years, to weaken the United States—to prolong and 
embitter the fearful civil war that convalses it. She 


| has furnished the rebels with officers, arms and meney, 


regardless of solemn treaties and regardless of our 
conduct towards her. And now she aids her own 
great rival in overthrowing a Republic and menacing 
our frontier. Come, statesmen of England, leave 
your Punch, with its low caricatures of America; 
leave your fraternal , and say to yourselves: 


jealousy 
“ Have we acted wisely i’ When England stands with- | 


out a friend in the world, when the French indulge in 
‘‘ habitual declamations against English perfidy and 
selfishness,” when the Russians are “ bitterly offended 


autocracy in Mexico, so as to check liberal govern-’ 


——.. 





at English interference,” when Prussians “ regarq 
English policy with suspicion and dislike,” was jt 
wise, when America was gradually losing the remem. 
brance of former ill-feeling, and manifested every in. 
clination for close and friendly concert in the great 
part marked out by Providence, to turn the young 
Republic into a bitter enemy, and enable the natura) 
enemy of both to secure a vast and wealthy empire in 
the heart of the continent? 





Stat Nominis Umbra. 


America has caught a Junius. We have 
had plenty of Napoleons, Cesars, Hannibals and Ba). 
aklava charges, but in the words of Byron— 


After cl the town with cant, 
The age vered they were not the true one, 


But now we have really got that rara avis, ‘, 
Junius,” and it turns up in the shape of the author 
of the New Gospel] of Peace. This clever squib has 
been attributed to several well-known authors. We 
are, however, inclined to think it too much for any 
one author, like the enormous oyster which required 
half a dazen men to swallow whole ; we consequently 
opine that Cornelius Mathews supplied the dry 
humor, Greeley the political knowledge, Parson 
Beecher the piety, Willis the felicity of compound 
epithets, Bryant the patriotism, Halleck the imagina. 
tion, and Wendell Holmes the learning ; but the exact 
proportions are only known to the modern Wood. 
fall, Mr. Sinclair Tousey. Since writing the fore. 
going we have been informed by a reliable contraband 
that the real author is Mr. Abraham Lincoln. Should 
this be true, we have lost our Junius, but certainly 
found one of the cleverest jeux desprit of the times. 


The Ambulance Corps. 


It is no idJe tale that they tell of our 
wounded soldiers lying for several days on the battle. 
field without food or water or surgical assistance. {t 
is estimated that thousands have perished that way, 
and there is every chance that thousands more wil] 
die in like manner, unless the Government will con- 
sent to the raising of an Ambulance Corps, whose spe- 
cial duties will be to gather up the wounded in the 
time of action, staunch their bleeding, bind up their 
wounds and convey them at once to hospitals; to 
bury the dead, and to attend the sick. The Ambu- 
lance Corps has been for many years established in 
all the European armies; it was found tobe not only 
a necessity but an economy, for while hundreds 
would die from the copious bleeding of slight 
wounds, and thas be for ever lost to the service, the 
Ambulance Corps would save the lives of these men, 
and after a few days return them to their places in the 
ranks. Thus mercy and economy are combined. 

The duties and the drill of this important arm of 
the service were fully illustrated last winter at the 
Academy of Music and elsewhere ‘by a body of offi- 
cers and men, raised and instructed by Col. Henry R. 
Foote, who has made the ambulance system a special 
study, and has prepared 2 manual for the drill and a 
schedule of the duties. These exhibitions created a 
profound sensation among the active class of pa- 
triotic humanitarians, who believed that the life of a 
citizen soldier was as well worth saving as that of a 
hired mercenary of despotic rulers, and they brought 
& powerful influence to bear both upon the General 
and the State Government. But their representa- 
tions were of'no avail, and the movement, hitherto 
sustained at the individual expense of Col. Foote and 
his friends, was suspended for the time being. The 
terrible fate of our wounded before Fredericksburg, 
and the horrible deaths of hundreds of our wounded 
who were burned in the woods at Chancellorsville, 
have caused a revival of the movement, and this time 
we hope that Col. Foote and his friends will triumph 
in the cause of humanity and justice to the soldiers 
fighting our battles. It is proposed to raise a regi- 
ment in every State, and to detail them in companies 
for special ambulance service to all the divisions of 
our armies in the field. Col. Foote’s pamphlet, con- 
taining his address, delivered before the late Legisia- 
ture at Albany, gives a terrible picture of the pro- 
longed and frightful sufferings of our wounded 
soldiers after various fights, and presents the details 
of a practical remedy, which he can supply, and 
which our Government should adopt at once. We 
should think there would be no want of volun- 
teers to serve in such a corps. 








EPITOME OF THE WEEK. 
«~The vote in Kentucky, with 11 coun- 


ties to " an of 126,638. 
The total vote for in was 148,479; in 
860, for or Border State Convention 
in 1861, 1h ¢,11 counties to be heard from 
to 130,000, 
but 13,000 less than that of 1850, end net quite 17,000 
less of the Presidential election in | 
More than this deficiency of voters have left the State 


—— Gen. Garibaldi has written a letter to Presi- 
dent Lincoln, in which he congratulates him upon the 
noble efforts made by the Northern States, and upon 
our recent successes. 


ie -- Cutes seat to Mr. Pay at ss > 
the snortality of ie city is Tegtity bossiang less. 


—— The Committee for examining the claims 
qian Soy ORS them at the rate of 20 4 

y, As there are 3,000, it will occupy -six months 
merely to pass them. 


— A violent tornado passed over 3 corner of the 
village of rae. B -Y., on the 26th, doing much 


to buildin trees. In one place about 30 

feet of road p was oy up and hurled 
a team near by, killing driver, John Hart, 

—— The French war steamer Tisep’ Comman- 
der New Orleans, anges 15, West 
18th, and 23d, arrived at New ‘York on the 
2ath. The Ti on is a sidewheel steamer of 50” 


tons burden, 250 horse power. has a crew of 140 men, 
and mounts eight guns, The Commander reports 
the siege at Morris island was still progressi-£- 
Sumter was a,complete heap of ruins, but had 


ze 


| 


Fire-Marshal Baker presented his semi-annual 
he last six months, ending on the 31st of 
May, to the Board of Aldermen last week, and the 
ent was ordered on file. The report contains, 

ions for the preven 
san ordinance to regu 


g| 
4 





May was 170, being a diminution of 13 as compe! 
with the corresponding six months of the previous 


year. The amount to $902,210, the in- 
surance to $3,119,196, and the amount by the ua- 
derwriters to $264,605. This is $73,264 less than tbe 


| amount paid by the insurance companies during the 
| corresponding six months of the ~4— year. The 

statistical past of these reports become almost 
invaluable to the insurance companies, 
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SIRGE OF CHARLESTON—-ENGINEERS’ DEPOT, MORRIS ISLAND.—FROM A SKETCH BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST. 
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conversations alone between mother and daughter.| ‘‘ Hush!” regulated by the comings and goings of the railroad 
Their contents they did not wish known in the They were in the garden, and she seeing the ladies trains and by other circumstances. 





MARC ANTONY. 


BY ADAM CAVERSWALL. 


Lo, we are side by side !—One dark arm - vis 
Around me like a serpent warm and bare; 
The other, lifted mid a gleam of pearls, 
Holds a full golden goblet high in air; 
Her face is shining thro’ her cloudy curls, 
With light that makes me drunken unaware, 
And with my chin upon my breast, I smile 
Upon her, darkening inward all the while. 


And thro’ the chamber curtains, backward 
rolled 
By spicy winds that fan my fever’d head, 
I see a sandy flat slope yellow as gold 
To the brown banks of Nilus, wrinkling red 
In the slow sunset; and mine eyes behold 
The west, low down beyond the river’s bed, 
Grow sullen, ribb’d with many a brazen bar, 
Under the white smile of the Cyprian star. 


A bitter Roman vision floated black 
Before me, in my dizzy.soul’s despite ; 
The Roman armor brindles on my back, 
My swelling nostrils drink the fumes of 
fight ; 
But then—she smiles: upon me, and I lack 
The warrior will that frowns on lewd de- 


light, 
And, passionately proud and desolate, 
I smile an answer to the joy I hate. 


Joy coming uninvoked, asleep, awake, 
Makes sunshine on the grave of buried 
powers— 

Oft-times I wholly loathe her for the sake 
Of manhood slipt away in easeful hours; 
But from her lips mild words and kisses 

break, 
Till I am like a ruin mock’d with flowers; 
I think of Honor’s face, then turn to hers— 
Dark, like the splendid shame that she con- 
fers! 


Lo, how her dark arm holds me—I am bound 
By the soft touch of fingers light as leaves ; 
I drag my face aside, but at the sound 
Of her low voice I turn, and she perceives 
The cloud of Rome upon my face, and round 
My neck she twines her odorous arms and 
grieves, 
Shedding upon a heart as soft as they 
Tears ’tis a hero’s task to kiss away. 


And then she loosens from me, trembling still, 
Like a bright throbbing robe, and bids me 
“Go!” 
When pearly tears her drooping eyelids fill, 
And her swar{ beauty whitens into snow; 
And, lost to use of life and hope and will, 
I gaze upon her with a warrior’s woe, 
And turn, and watch her sidelong in annoy, 
Then snatch her to me, flushed with shame 
and joy. 





Once more, O Rome, I would be son of thine! | 
This constant prayer my chain’d soul ever | 
saith. | 
I thirst for honorable end—I pine 
Not thus to kiss away my mortal breath; | 
But comfort poor as this may not be mine, 
I cannot even die a Roman death; 
I seek a Roman’s grave, a Roman’s rest ; 
But, dying, I would die upon her breast. 
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A SECRET. 


By Geo. W. Henry, Jun. 





CHAPTER VI.—IN WHICH MRS. DOBSON CONCLUDE: 
THAT THERE IS SOMETHING GOING WRONG IN 
THE HOUSE. 


MyRtTLe Grove was the name given to her new 
home by Miss Mary Winchester. | 
About three weeks there passed pleasantly sinc: 
the new firm had left for the eastward, and nearly 
every day the postman brought a letter from Mr. 
Flint to Mrs. Winchester or from Mr. Harrington 
to Mary. These letters caused quite ® number of | 


household; therefore, if any one came into the 
roo. . while they talked of these things, the speaker 
wou_isuddenly cease or her voice would subside 
into 1 whisper, or they perhaps would change the 
subj< ct of conversation. 

M. 3. Dobson, the housekeeper, had always known 
what vas going on, and the reason why of most of the 
Winchesters doings. And if anything like a secret 
was about she had a share in it, and was expected 
to keep it securely. But these days there had been 
interviews an. talks, letters coming and going, and 
not a word of reference to the matter had been con- 
fided to Mrs. Dobson. So at Myrtle Grove she re- 
mained in blissful ignorance. 

Now Mrs. Dobson was a worthy woman —a 
woman in 4 thousand—an excellent housekeeper, 
and perfectly. reliable. She was of an inquiring 
mind, and this state of things was extremely irri- 
tating to her. She thought she should know about 
these thinge—of course she should —and therefore 
to her brother Benjamin, the gardener at the Grove, 
she remarked one day: 

“ This secresy .. theif parts is aggravating, so it 

*, Ben!” : 

‘Never mind, Alice, keep dark—keep cool. 
Nothing like being cool; take life easy. It’s the 
best way, my dear.” 

“Oh, yes, of course! That’s your song always. 
What's to warm you, I wonder? Tending flowers, 
cutting grass, planting seed, trimming and smell- 
ing the beautiful flowers, youcan keep cool. You've 
no curiosity neither. Pshaw!”’ 

“Well, Alice, what’s wrong? What makes you 
think there is anything amiss.” 

“T don’t know. Ican’t see the good of all the 
goings on, I’m sure. There’s Miss Mary taken up 
that little brat that’s been wandering all over the 
land, Wild Bessie, wild enough, too.” 

“ That’s benevolence, Alice.” 

“Yes; they fancy she looks like Ella Winchester 
would do if she was alive. Poor child! I guess 
she’s been dead enough long ago. Then Miss Mary 
pets, and teaches, andd this Bessie, and is as 
loving as can be with her—but I’m not consulted.” 

“Ah! Are you mistress, Alice ?” 

“No, I’m not, impudence ; but——” 

“Well, then, what’s it your business, I won- 
der ?” 

“No, itisn’t. But I see some likeness, too, and 
I like the child, too, for she is pretty and will be 
good, too, under Miss Mary's hands. And I want 
to be consulted like I usedtobe. Mrs. Winchester 
formerly asked me for my opinion; but—oh, dear! 
—those days are gone by, I suppose. And it’s 
strange goings on all the time. I’m sure there’s 
something going wrong in the house. And I not 
consulted—I not to know it beforehand! I, who 
have been her housekeeper all these years, ever 
since she married that handsome, good, sensible 
man, Mr. Winchester. I not to know! It’s too 
bad—it’s aggravating—it’s making me nervous. 
Not consult me, indeed !” 

Here Mrs. Dobson stamped her right foot with 
considerable energy, her eyes flashing fire, so to 
say, and then melting into tears, the latter coming 
opportunely to put the other out. 

“Oh, never you mind, Alice; why fret about 
anything. Keep cool and comfortable. There, 
don’t cry; take it easy. I do, you know.” 

“Yes, you are too cool, Ben—too easy by half. 
Yours is good advice, very likely; but I can’t be 
cool—can’t be easy. There, I will know!” 

Another stamp or two, her arms folded, her lips 
close. 

“ Well, sis, I advise you to be careful. Too much 
learning, you know——” 

Before he could finish the séntence Mrs. Alice 
Dobson placed her broad, red, smooth hand over 
his mouth, and stage-whispered : 








approaching within hearing distance, Mrs. Dobson 
thus terminated the dialogue, only adding, also, in 
a whi : 

“ Hush, Ben; there’s something going wrong, I 
know.” 

Mary Winchester came along with Wild Bessie 
beside her, the latter not so wild, not so untidy as 
she was less than three weeks before. Mary had 
found her im the woods, spoken kindly to her, and 
had had her interest awakened in her by her loneli- 
ness and the real or fancied likeness between her 
and her little sister, long lost. Therefore she had 
Bessie come to Myr‘le Grove part of every day, to 
be attended to kindly and instructed; and even in 
these three weeks Bessie had perceptibly improved. 
She watched herself to keep person and dress neat 
and clean, whole and tidy, because, as she said, 
“‘ Dear Mary wished her todoso.” Mary imagined 
that Bessie would prove apt and quick at learning, 
so she had arranged to prepare Bessie for entering 
the Buzzardville Academy for Girls and Boys, kept 
by Mr. and Mrs. Slasher. 

That day above mentioned, as they came through 
the garden, Mary and Bessie gathered flowers and 
talked cheerily, while Mrs. Winchester entered the 
house. Mrs. Dobson had withdrawn to her sphere 
of usefulness indoors, and her brother Ben to his 
out of doors. 

Mrs. Dobson and Sophie, the housemaid, met on 
the second landing of the stairs. 

‘“* Hard at it, Sophie; always busy, you are.” 

“Yes, ma’am, I try to be; [hopes I does my duty. 
But as Mrs. Planck says, people don’t always get 
credit for doing their duty, says she. But, Mrs. 
Dobson, what’s up now ?” 

“How up? What do you mean ?” 

And as spoke Mrs. Dobson fixed her gaze on 
Sophie with those brilliant black eyes, and crossing 
her very white and really pretty-shaped arms on the 
bannister, she leaned there and awaited Sophie’s 


reply. 

“Why, just this, ma’am. Cook and I are bothered 
about what mistress can mean. Cook says Mrs. 
Winchester says, ‘Cook, so and so for dinner,’ 
says she; then before that can be done orders comes 
for somethingelse. So with my work; orders co:ne 
for me to do this and then to don’t; and it’s now so 
and so, and then it’s orders for other so and so, and 
after all, we have or do some other so and so quite 
different. So, as I says to cook, says I, ‘ What's 
up ?* and cook says to me, says she, ‘ Sophie, what’s 
up? Just what I ask you, ma’am—what’s up?” 

Sophie was a hearty, fresh, rosy, fair, good-look- 
ing girl, and excellent worker, aged about twenty, 
and as she spoke, rolling the dustrag around her 
hands and arms, and looking really very anxious, 
Mes. Dobson whispered, “‘Come closer, Sophie.” 
Then that lady, placing her forefinger on her lips, 
knowingly, in a deep whisper said : 

“ Sophie, my dear, I suspicion there is something 
going wrong in the house.” 

“Indeed, ma’am—just so, Ithink; and I do——” 

But at this point the conversation was interrupted 
by their hearing the voice of Mrs. Winchester call- 
ing, from the parlor door : 

‘Sophie, please come here a moment.” 

That young woman obeyed the summons, and 
Mrs. Dobson, passing to her chamber, entered, 
closed the door, and disappeared. 





CHAPTER VII.—IN WHICH IT IS REPORTED THAT 
ONE OF OUR CHARACTERS HAS “‘ SAILED AWAY, 
SAILED AWAY’—AL80 IN WHICH THE REV. 
SIMEON SIMONS IS REQUESTED TO PERFORM A 
CEREMONY. 

Mr. Samuzt OGLE and his stage arrived every 
other day at the door of the White Swan Hotel. 

The hours of his arrival, as Mrs. Partington 
would remark, “were very various,” they being 


























On the fifth day after the exit of Abijah Crane 
from the hotel, Mr. Ogle drove his four handsome 
bays, with the coach behind them, about 
the hour of six P.m., up before that house of good 
cheer. 

- we are! Hello, Mr. Trotter!” 

Mine host appeared in the doorway with his 
clean white apron on, his face clean shaved, and 
beaming with happiness and hearty welcome to the 
four guests Mr. Ogle had brought to him. 

“ Ear — ly — to-day —Sam—u—el! Ver—y— 
ear—ly !” 

“Well, yes, sir, rather so. You see the train 
came along quicker’n usual; it had somebody of 
great importance and authority in the land, I don’t 
know who, and was taking him quick to somewhere, 
I don’t know where, and left him on the road to 
take somebody’s stage to go to some other place, I 
don’t know who’s. I don’t care; so don’t ask me, 
that’s all.” 

* They—couldn’t — have —stopped—long at—a 
time — at the — stations —Sam —u— el—could— 
they ?” 





The deserted Hut in the Wood. 


“No, sir, they didn’t stop at all. Great man 
aboard—great sensation—great hurry. But, come, 
Mike, my good fellow, let’s have a good, strong, 
wholesome driik—a stiffener—that will warm all 
the way down.” 

* That—you—shall have—right quickly—right 
quickly—Sam—u-—el—some—of my—very—best.” 

‘* Well, what news have you, Mike ?” 

‘“‘ Noth—ing—to speak of—noth—ing—at all—in 
fact. We are ab—out—the same to-day—as—yea 
— ter — day —and then —as—the day—be—fore. 
Ab—out—the same.” 

“I bought a New York paper, Mike, so I guess 
I’ve some news.” 

“ And—Sam—u—el—who should—have news— 
but you? You—the—greatest—sta—ger—in the— 
land!” 

Mr. Mike Trotter was fond of flattering his friends, 
and was always polite and genial, perhaps to gain 
patronage thereby. He took a cheerful view of al] 
earthly and temporal matters. Hale and hearty, 
why should he worry or care?) A merry bachelor 
was mine host, and immensely popular among the 
citizens of and visitors to Buzzardville. 

After supper Mr. Ogle returned to the little room 
adjoining the bar, received a fresh instalment 
drink, and sitting in an easy chair, he tilted it back 
against the wall, and stretching his limbse— 
“ walkers,” not arms—outward before him, rested 
his heels on the edge of the table, and in this very 
elegant and gentlemanly posture he produced his 
paper, and spellingly read, letter by letter, to the 
great edification of his sole auditor, mine host, 
After thus getting over some local news of the city 
of Gotham, a murder or so, a theft or two, one to 
several fires, the stock column, and the lists of 
wants, some political and otherwise editorials, he, 
turning to another part of the paper, found the list 
of passengers sailing that day per steamer for 
Europe, and among the names spelled out : 

“ A b—Ab—i jah—Abijah Flint.” 

“¢ Why—that’s—that—queer — cus—to—mer—of 
mine again. Won—der—why—he—be—going—ta 
—that—country—for,” said Mr. Trotter. 

“ Well, I reckon, Mike, he’s business there. 
Maybe he’s getting worse in his mind; want’s to 





get another secret, maybe; wants a change any- 


a how. By-the-bye, did you find out that secret of 


| his ?” 

| “No, Sam—u—el. No! It’s—hid’n—in—his— 
| own—bosom—still. It—must—worry—him awful 
—Sam—u—el.” 

“Yes, I ’spose so it does. But why on earth 
don’t he tell it to folks, and so get rid of his worry? 
lie could have told us; we wouldn’t repeat it, you 
know, would we? Of course not. If I had a 
secret—which I haven’t, nor never had; nobody 
would trust me with one—but if I had one, and it 
vlagued my life, I’d tell it—I would. I'd like to 

| know that funny chap’s, though!” 

«* So—sho sld—I—Sam—u—el — so — should—I ; 
but—it—isn’t—to—be; and what—isn’t—to be— 
won’t—be—so—there. Then—what’s—the—use— 
, Sam—u—el—of us mind—ing—any—thing ab—out 
it—eh ? Never — mix — up—into—other—folks’— 
troubles. It’s—only—get—ting—your—self—into 
-—the fire—my—boy.” . 

“ And get one’s fingers burnt at least, Mike—get 


singed, anyways. Still, I'd like to fathom yon 
chap’s mystery.” 
“Yes, just—so— but —nev — er—mind—him— 
Let— em: alone . them: ae 
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has—deep—se—crets—is no good. No—good—you 
—may—de—pend—on’t. 

“Why, Mike, it isn’t wrong to have a secret ?” 

“* Well—no—not—always. Now—there—are— 
some—cases—some cases—mind—where—a—con- 
fidence—may—be—made. Wherein—and where— 
by—it would—be—wrong—or do—some—body—a 
wrong—to re—veal.”’ 

“T suppose ycu refer to them as lovers and mar- 
ried people have between ’em. They have secrets 
—deep as the sea, too—sometimes. Don't they?” 

“It—is — quite— likely —that—that’s so—such 
may—have—per —haps—they do. Per—haps— 
them’s—the—ones—I allude—to—as can—have 
and—best—keep—them — con — fi—dences—and— 
se-—~crets—se—cret—Sam—u—el.” 

‘* Old bachelors like you, Mike, and I, should not 
have any secrets, eh ?” 

“No, sir! Single—folks—be—they—bachelors 
—or—maid—ens—have—nothing—should—have— 
nothing—to—do—with—secrets. Nev—er—Sam— 
u—el. Any—more—news—there ?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Ogle, referring to the paper, 
and in his style of reading. ‘ Here’s another item, 
headed capital A eapital W—little in d—A Wind 
—f a—double l—fall—A Windfall.” 

“Ah, Sam—u—el—that’s—good—let’s hear— 
who—got—it.” 

Reading furtHer, spellingly, from first to last, 
Mr. Ogle announced this item : 

“It gives us great pleasure to record the good 
fortune which may rom time to time come joa 
any of our fellow-citizens. The last case of this 
kind is that of a Jarge estate in the East Indies of 
| oe to which our much esteemed and in- 

uential fellow-citizen, Abijah Crane, Esq., has 
lately fallen heir. His mother inherited : 
perty from her uncle, the late Barton Brown, Hea, 
and was but just entered upon its enjoyment when 
she too died. Some months we believe have elapsed 
since her decease, and but recently her will nas been 
found, , and so forth ; and A. Crane, Esq., is 
now the happy possessorthereof. We congratulate 
him onthe occasion. We wish him a pleasant voyage 
across the ocean, and a long life to enjoy his good 
fortune. He leaves us this morning in the steamer 
o bound.” 

“‘ Here, Mike, that takes my breath away; replen- 
ish the pewter, do.” 

Which being replenished accordingly, Mr. Ogle 
said further : 

“‘There! I’ll bet something handsome that that 
fortune was his secret; and for fear he wouldn’t 
get it, he worried himself almost sick.” 

“J—don’t—know—I’m not—so—sure of—that— 
I rather—in—cline—Sam—u—el—to think—he’d— 
done—some—wrong—sometimes—he’s—sorry for 

i —that’s—what—pligued him—so— 
much—and more’—n—half crazed—him. A queer 
cus—tomer — he was—a ver—y—queer —custom 
—er,”” 

“Yes, so he was; and that may be so, as you 
say, yet I’ll bet I’m near right. Guess he wants to 
keep the whole of the fortune. How to do it would 
worry anybody.” 

A call “for drinks all around,” coming from the 
bar, Mr. Trotter left to prepare them, and wait up- 
on and talk with half-a-dozen rough-and-ready 
customers. 

Mr. Ogle—for sometime being left alone—quietly 
dropped his newspaper, closed one eye, then the 
other; was a little uneasy awhile ; breathed heavily ; 
lapsed into a dreamy state; snored; and as Mr. 
Micawber would say, ‘In short, was asleep.” 
Sleeping—and sleeping, dreaming; dreaming of 
secrets dark and dire. Secrets, gay and happy; 
and of up hill and down dale on his coach, and of 
silver and gold so bright. 

Clement Flint, Esq., duly returned to the village 
of Buzzardville, and reported to Miss Winchester 
the results of the investigations by the firm of 
Flint & Harrington. 

He imparted to her the news about Mr. Crane, 
his fortune and departure; also, further, that Mrs. 
Crane had died in Italy—her executors were there, 
at Rome, he thought, waiting for the coming of 
Abijah. No will, nor trace of any, of the late Mr. 
Winchester could be found, nor any clue to other 
things he and Arthur had been in search of. This 
was what they had anticipated. A disappointment, 
certainly; yet time tempers sorrow, and it seemed 
long since those dark days to Mrs. Winchester and 
Mary, that they did not feel it so much, and had, 
in a measure, given up their expectations of a for- 
tune, as a thing not attainable. So they were 
pretty well resigned to this last disappointment. 

Arthur Harrington remained at New York for 
some days longer, on his own business. 

Clement Flint, Esq., afcer duly consulting a per- 
son deeply interested in the matter, one day called 
upon the Rev. Simeon Simons, the New School 
Presbyterian minister of Buzzardville. In the 
course of a very pleasant and satisfactory inter- 
view, he requested that gentleman to—in a line— 
unite Miss Cynthy Smith and himself, C. Flint, 
Esq., matrimonially, on the morning of that day 
fortnight. Which request being unanimously 
agreed unto, Clement Flint, Esq., thanked the 
pastor, shook hands, and bade him good-day. Then 
that happy “solicitor,” a few moments after, sat 
lovingly beside his investment, on the sofa, in the 
parlor of Rose Bower Cottage. 





CHAPTER VIII.—IN WHICH IT APPEARS ‘‘ LITTLE 
WILD BESSIE OF THE WOOD” Is NOT SO WILD 
AS FORMERLY, BUT TAKES A LESSON PROM 
MISS MARY—HAS A TEA-PARTY, AND FINDS A 
NEW HOME. 

Mrs. Wincuester and her beautiful daughter 
Mary, quietly, without any display, performed good 
work from the day tney first came to Buzzardville, 
and onward during their residence there. Eviden- 
ces of this were everywhere. The poor were better 
off, were happier, met these ladies with smiling 
faces, their hearts gladdened. The old people at 
the hut—grandpa and granny—received many to- 
kens of their kindness and benevoletice, and their 
last days were their best, through those ladies’ good 
works in theix behalf. 





A great amount of good can be effected by a very ; 
small outlay of time, love, talents, money. More 
real benefits can be thvs conferred in a quiet way 
than even by the spreading abroad of much wealth 
with great éclat—or by noise, bustle and display 
accompaniments. 

Little Bessie was early a recipient of the Win- 
chesters’ kindness. 

One day—as had become a usual custom there— 
Bessie was at Myrtle Grove, in the cosy apartments 
of Miss Mary Winchester, seated in a low rocker 
chair beside her patroness and now loved friend, 
dear Miss Mary. 

That lady had two conveniently and nicely far- 
nished rooms. One, a boudoir, or sitting-room; 
the other, a chamber, or sleeping apartment; these 
separated by blue silk curtains and curtains of lace 
instead of folding doors, being Mary’s taste, and 
she having caused the removal of the doors. The 
silk curtains were within the chamber; the lace fell 
in heavy folds within the other room. 

Her blue-walled chamber, white-curtained win- 
dows and bed, and comfort-suggesting carpets, 
furniture and appliances, made that a very cosy, 
pleasant, sleep-invoking, rest-and-peace-producing 
apartment. Cooling, refreshing, soothing, very. 
Then that boudoir of Mary’s was an exquisite, joy- 
ous-loving, suggestive nook, with its dark, prettily- 
carpeted floor; its books, paintings; the one in a 
handsome case and some strewed on the table, 
handy for reading; the others hung upon the walls 
forinspection. The sofa and easy chairs, ottomans. 
The writingdesk and workstand—each with every 
needful article supplied. The wirestand, in steps 
form, with pots of rare flowers and plants; and in 
the cages, by the window, the sweetly-singing 
canaries, formed a picture which only required the 
beautiful face and form of Mary Winchester, and 
the pretty, innocent, curly-haired, still half-wild 
girl, Bessie, to make irresistibly attractive. 

Very few people indeed, however, had access to 
those pleasant rooms. Mrs. Winchester had carte 
blanche to visit both, occasionally, and now so had 
little Bessie. Mrs. Dobson was very seldom admit- 
ted, and only on household business. Sophie, the 
pretty housemaid, hadher “call” to go there every 
morning, “to tidy, and so forth, up a bit.” 

The windows of both these apartments looked 
out upon the garden, upon the fields adjoining, 
and beyond upon the waters of the beautiful lake 
Cayuga. 

Both Mrs. Winchester and Mary took great in- 
terest in the welfare and progress of little Bessie. 
They looked after her. Had her frequently to visit 
them. *Presented her with needful and useful arti- 
cles. They tried to polish, tame, make her better, 
and so being better—happier. 

They saw, or thought they did, good in her— 
slumbering talents; seed, that if properly cared for 
and cultivated, would grow and produce good fruits. 
They hoped that in good time this now little wild 
maiden would become the gentle, refined, lady-like 
girl, and then the respected, educated and honored 
beautiful gentlewoman. 

It was a great and good work, and mostly it de- 
volved on Mary to polish the casket, to seek for and 
bring the diamond to view. 

Very quietly, gently and lovingly performed ; and 
with great success. 

One morning, as mentioned, Mary and Bessie 
were seated side by side ; the former busily sewing, 
the latter as busily studying a lesson in the first 
stage of her education. 

Mrs. Winchester had gone out on a round of 
visits to the poor of Buzzardville, and thinking of 
removing Bessie’s old friends from the hut to more 
comfortable quarters, and of doing something in 
the same way for the little girl. 

Blessings followed her footsteps ; blessing others, 
she was blessed. 

‘“‘Miss Mary,I think I know this now” said 
Bessie. 

‘* Let me hear you.” 

And Bessie recited her little lesson satisfac- 
torily. 

“ Now, dear Bessie, one more, # short one it is, 
too; you try to learn it, and recite both of the les- 
sons when I return. I have a little work to do 
downstairs—that’s a good girl.” 

“Yes, I will, dear Miss Mary,” and Bessie put 
up her pretty rosebud of a mouth for a kiss. 

Then Mary left her alone for nearly an hour. 

Meanwhile Bessie was diligent at her book; but 
pause she would, for a moment, once and a while 
at the pleasant thought—‘ How good Miss Mery 
istome. Isn't she nice? I'll try to be good like 
her. I will please her—dear, beautiful, kind Miss 
Mary,” and so on. 

Miss Mary Winchester returned, and asked, 

“ How do you get on ?”’ 

“Right nicely. I'll know this soon, and say 
them to you.” 

“ Recite, dear, you should say.” 

“Well, yes, recite both, dear Miss Mary.” 

“Do so, but don’t hurry; it is better to study 
and learn all you can of a lesson, before reciting it.’’ 

“T'll try.” 

“And, Bessie, if you know your lesson well, as 
you have been so good and attentive, I'll tell you 
something pleasant.”’ 

““Yes, ma’am. I'll be good, dear Miss Mary, 
I love you so much,” and the rosebuds were 
gathered into kissable shape for a kiss, or more, 
which Mary gladly gave. 

Then the little head bent over the book; and the 
hair, now nicely combed and arranged, fell in rich, 
dark curls upon her shoulders—fair, clean, white 
shoulders now. 

Pleasant thoughts Mary seemed to have, as she 
plied her needle and thread, and now and again 
looked up at Bessie; and now and then spoke to 
her pretty singing canary birds. A pretty picture. 
A happy hour. 

Bessie, after awhile, was ready; recited well, and 
was relieved from study for the rest of the day. 
Mary did not task her, but made it a pleasant affair 





to study. She said: 


“ Dear Bessie, you are to remain with us all day, 
and to-night; and you shall have a tea-party, my 
love. Shall you like it?” 

“Oh, yes, dear Miss Mary, how pleasant that 
will be,”’ and she danced around the room, gaily; 
and she and the canaries vieing with each other 
which could sing most cheerily. 

In the afternoon the young company assembled 
in the parlor. Little Bessie was in ecstacies of 
delight. 

In the parlor, on this unusual occasion, a table 
was spread, laden with all that conld charm the 
palate or gladden the hearts of the some twenty 
boys and girls there, who had come to Little Bessie’s 
tea-party. 

Fair, good manners and healthful appetites they 
all seemed to have; and their happy, gay laughter 
and merry voices were pleasant to hear. At tea, 
and afterwards, Little Bessie was in a bewildering 
dream of delight. 

After tea, and the table had been removed and 
things made tidy again, the young people played 
Copenhagen, pawns, blind-man’s-buff, pussy wants 
@ corner, enigmas and other games of merry child- 
hood. Mary Winchester once and awhile played 
and sang for them; and they were a gay company 
of little folk indeed. 

Shortly after nine o’clock p.m. “parents and 
guardians” arrived, remained awhile, then accom- 
panied the little friends of Bessie to their homes. 
So they dispersed; the lights were extinguished. 
Bessie slept soundly beside dear Miss Mary, in the 
pretty bed in the blue chamber. 

And little Bessie’s tea-party was over. 

One day, a month subsequently to this pleasant 
event, a sad one occurred, followed by another a 
week afterwards. “These were first the decease and 
burial of grandpa of the hut, and the decease and 
burial of granny. 

These two were net related, but starting to live 
in the same hut for mutual benefit, a mutual affec- 
tion sprung up between them. 

Poverty and sorrow had been their lot, and in 
old age the death summons came. One real mourner 
only followed them to the green graveyard, their 
place of rest—Little Bessie. 

Bessie wept for them loving tears. 

Mrs. Winchester took Bessie home with her after 
the second burial ; and so little Bessie founda new 
home—a happy home at Myrtle Grove, and as the 
days went on ske improved rapidly. 





CHAPTER IX.—-IN WHICH SMITH BECOMES FLINT 
ALSO ARTHUR RETURNS, AND A DAY FOR A SIMI- 
LAR CEREMONY I8 APPOINTED. 


“Tr is not good for man to be alone” has been 
wisely said—and, of course, it is not good for 
woman either; andI rather think that if several 
single people with whom I am acquainted, and lots 
of others with whom I am not familiar, had, in 
their youthful days, at proper ages, looked about 
for pani trimonial—and not have been 
discouraged hy one or two disappointments, like 
the lady or the gentleman they had set their hearts 
upon some other, instead of them, but 
tried and tried again, like the song, it would have 
been good for them—better for them; and in their 
married capacity they would have been more use- 
ful, happier, than as single folks. If all courtships 
ending in marriage began, continued and ended 
happily, as about two-thirds of those entered into, 
contracted and consummated, are said to do, that 
would still be true—it is not good to be alone. So 
all single people of proper age had better hasten 
into the bonds immediately; certainly when mar- 
riages are happy—each party satisfied as much so 
as is possible for poor humanity to be satisfied— 
each loving the other truly, faithfully, it would seem 
much better than the solitariness, the want of love 
and comfort of single life. On the whole, it is bet- 
ter to be married than single. 

It is the parties’ own fault if their union is not 
pleasant and happy. They should mutually be well 
acquainted before entering into the ‘‘ solemn league 
and covenant.” They should look before they leap; 
tread the pathways of the garden of love lightly, 
gently. They should feel the golden chain, and see 
if it be not iron, before therewith they bind hearts 
or hands. " 

Miss Cynthy Smith, at her home, was busy here 
and there, back and forth, in household affairs, and 
thinking of her ever being married. “It’s really 
ridiculous, at my time of life—but no, it is not good 
for man to be alone—now, how true that is;” and 
some thoughts as are here before set down flitted 
through her mind. That same day Clement Flint’s 
thoughts were much the same, or on the same sub- 
ject, which is strange, yet a coincidence often ob- 
servable in the thoughts, words, acts or feelings 
between lovers, wives or husbands. 

Heo was on his way from the White Swan to Rose 
Bower, to see “my dear,” as he contemplated the 
leap he was about to take.from the precipice of 
bachelorhood into the uncertain sea of matrimony, 
“But I love Cynthy—she loves me,” was his con- 
seling reflection as he was admitted to the cottage, 
where, finding Miss Cynthy Smith was “ at home” 
to him, he entered the parlor, sat down, and, as he 
usually did wherever he was, made himself at home 
also 





Clement Flint’s business in the city being press- 
ing, he could spare but a day or so at a time to 
Buzzardville. So he much desired to hasten his 
marriage with Miss Cynthy, take her to his bome, 
and so not have to leave his business so frequently. 

He had found spare time for several tender, 
pathetic and loving interviews with the lady of his 
heart in the the bower, the pretty parlor, 
and at the last of these pleasant occasions he had 
persuaded Miea Cynthy Smith to name the day; 
and so the nuptials in which they two should be 
made one (which, by-the-bye, is the only time— 


wedding ceremoniee—when the addition of one and | 


ene can be said to make one; don’t it sometimes 
make, as “‘ Bones ™ says, ten—she one, he nought ?) 


were to take place the mext Thursday morning 
i 


(that being Tuesday), quietly, in church, by the 
Reverend Simeon Simons. 

The two bridesmaids, two groomsmen, x 
Winchester and daughter, Arthur Harringtong@ir. 
Mike Trotter, mine host, by particular request, and 
some half dozen relatives and very intimate friends 
of Miss Cynthy, were all that were invited and that 
| were expected to be present at the ceremony of 
Smith becoming Flint. 

But Mr. Flint has been quietly seated all this 
while in the parlor. Presently a door opens, 
dress ru:tles, and the bride that is to be next 
Thursday approaches—both hands outstretched, 
eyes beaming gladness and love, face glowing, lips 
wreathed in smiles, voice gentle and kindly. 

“‘T have kept you waiting a long time, my dear 
Clement; pray excuse me. How are you, my 
dear ?” 

“I’m well, love; I’ve been thinking—-waiting 
and . 
“Thinking, indeed? of what, may I ask ?”’ 

“That marriage is not a lottery.” 

“ Ah, indeed! I think so, too; it is not.” 

‘And Cynthy, my love, that there are more 
chances in one than the other sort of life.” 

“In which ?” . 

“IT concluded which just as you came in the par- 
lor.” 

‘That there were more chances, dear Clement, 
of happiness in married than in single life ?” 

“Yes, my love. Why, single-blessedness, pshaw ! 
that’s all humbug.” 

“TI trust we will find it is so in our union, 
Clement, my own love.” 

**So do I hope so; sincerely I trust so.” 

‘* Everybody should get married who can ; that is 
our creed—is it not, dear ?” 

** Cynthy, my love, it is.” 

After some more pathetic, tender, or, perhaps, 
T had better say loving conversation, with kisses 
occasionally included, they adjourned to the arbor 
in the garden, to discuss the more serious, drier 
details of arrangement for the approaching ‘‘ happy 
day,” next Thursday. 

There we will leave.them a while, if you please, 
and walk over to Myrtle Grove, and pay our friende 
there a visit, — 

Mrs. Winchester, seated on the sofa by the wia- 
dow, is arrayed in a closely and neatly-fitting black 
silk dress, a pretty lace collar around her throat, 
attached by a small gold ebony pin. She has been 
reading, and the volume rests on her lap. At a 
ittle space from her sits Mary, looking charming- 
ly in her white dress, a white rose in her hair, a 
red rose and violets in her bosom, a light pink 
scarf thrown around her neck, and pretty finely 
shaped, dazzlivgly white shoulders. Very lovely she 
looked, indeed. Mary was interested in i 
and pleasant dreams—dreaming, thinking of Arthur, 
of his return, of a pretty home somewhere, flowers 
and sunlight around it, love and joy within it. 
Little Bessie was there too. She was growing 
prettier and lovelier every day—quickly improving. 
That day she had been very studious; had had her 
run, and play, and now, weary with all, was sleep- 
ing gently—and she, too, probably dreaming of very 
pleasant 

A quiet, happy home scene—is it not ? 

Arthur Harrington thought it was such; and no 
lovelier he had ever looked upon as he came in upon 
them an hour after his return from New York to 
Buzzardville. : 

They all arose at his entrance and received him 
with great gladness. Bessie awaked with a start, 
and with a run and jump was beside Arthur, and 
upon his knee so soon as he sat down, and with 
her arms (not soiled now) around his neck, had 
given and received kisses of welcome. She also 
learned to love Arthur Harrington. Every one al- 
most esteemed, respected, loved him; and truly he 
deserved it all, if ever man did—he, a good, true 
noble man. 

He received his invitation, by special desire of 
Miss Cynthy Smith, to be present at the wedding, 
from Mary, who had had it in charge for him since 
yesterday. 

The Thursday came. Little Bessie accompanied 
Mrs. Winchester. Arthur, of course, went thither 
with Mary; and they all duly arrived at the church, 
amid the trees and the graves. 

** How people may reckon without their host,” as 
the saying is—make arrangements that so-and-so 
shall be so-and-so, when, as the real result, it proves 
to be quite a different so-and-so. 

This was the case in this instance. 

One happy pair, who had really anticipated see- 
ing but about fifteen or so present—a select few— 
found, on the arrival of the bridal party at the 
church, that edifice full to overflowing. It seemed 
as if all Buzzardville filled the pews, galleries and 
aisles. 

The way was cleared for them, however, and no 
rents occurred, we believe. 

The bride in white, the groom in black, except 
waistcoat, which was white; the attendants, ladies, 
in white, plenty of flowers (natural ones); the 
gentlemen in black (exception, white waistcoats) ; 
all looked finely—the bride, of course, blushing, 
and appeared charmingly. 

The ceremony was performed happily. They re- 
ceived the pastor’s blessing. Kind friends throng- 
ed around them. Congratulations and wishes for 
eternities of happiness, &c., &c., followed them to 
the carriage, and, as they drove away towards the 
railway station, three hearty cheers went forth, 
startling the air, in their behalf. They held no r- 
ception, but went away to Clement Flint’s home in 
Boston immediately. Duly they arrived and began 





life. Arthur Harrington undertook the charge of 

| Cynthy’s home, furniture, &c., and their prop’s 
disposal, also of the correspondence in reference tv 

| Mrs. Winchester’s affairs with C. Flint, Esq. 

| Whether such things as lovemakings. couriships, 
weddings, and the like pleasantrics, are similar iv 

their effects to some fevers, diseaves, aud suv on— 

that is, catching, contagious or not, I cannot posi- 


what promised to be a happy, prosperous, married “ 
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tively state. However, it is certainly the fact that 
on their return to Myrtle Grove, and after tea that 


they would go and do likewise. ‘This matter being 
imparted gently to their mother, I may say, was ap- 
proved of highly by that lady. So, if anything 
could have made these people happier, that naming 
of the day did. A very pleasant evening they 
assed 


thought lovers had best be alone by themselves. 
So they two retired to bed early. 

It was late, however, when Arthur retired to his. 
Strange, very! 





CHAPTER X.--IN WHICH ONE YEAR HAVING PAS8S- 
ED, THE DOINGS THBREOF ARE REVIEWED. 


SzconDs into minutes, these into hours, days, 
weeks, months blended, and one year, with its sor- 
rows and joys, lights and shadows, death and life, 
glided peacefully away, so far as Buzzardville and 
its populace were concerned, inclusive of our friends 
there, in whom, I trust, you are interested. 

Clement Flint, Esq., and lady spent a very joy- 
ous honeymoon. First they took a bridal trip, and 
thereafter returned to Boston and settled quietly 
and pleasantly in the new, handsomely furnished 
bome made ready by C. Flint, Esq., for them, before 
their 

Mr. Flint had been on business visits three times, 
and Mrs. Flint on social visits twive to Buzzard- 
ville. 

No news all the year further from A. Crane, 
however, except one letter to Boston, and no clue 
to the Secret’s solution. . 

These twelve months past Mary Winchester and 
Bessie’s love for each other grew and strengthened, 
and little Bessie’s wildness had all fled, and she, in 
every point of view, had greatly improved. Now 
she was quickly, and was a little beauty, 
a lovable and loving little girl. the year 
a stranger had come to Buzzardville, taken up 
his abode there. He was the Reverend Archibald 
Webb, aged about nineteen—quite a youthful min- 
ister, in appearance aswell as ih years. 
Handsome he was, tall and well-proportioned, 
owned a sweet, clear, organ-toned voice, which he 
could handle at his will; and over the Episcopal 
church, soon after he came there, he was placed as 
shepherd or rector, and he fulfilled the expectations 
of the people, and was the most acceptable and 
popular as he was the youngest minister they had 
ever had. 

Meanwhile, Arthur Harrington, in the parlor and 
in the garden, had been a constant visitor at Myr- 
tle Grove, and his flame of love for the beautiful 
lady of his heart, Mary, burned constantly and 
brightly. During the year, also, nothing further 
mysterious happening, Mrs. Dobson had eome to. 
the conclusion that it was all right, and that there 
was not anything going wrong in the house. 

This lady had had an offer from a neighbor, a 
well-to-do farmer, a widower, to become his second 
wife’s successor; but Mrs. Dobson, being well sat- 
isfied with her position and home at Myrtle Grove, 
graciously but firmly declined the honor. 

One side of the old hut in the wood has fallen 
in, and in corners and chinks and every available 
place the rats, the spiders, the worms and birds 
have prepared their holes, their webs and nests; 
and the weeds and damp and dust and decay have 
seized upon the poor old hut, and its days are 
numbered. It is fast to ruins. And 
Bessie’s old workbox lies away in the corner of the 
closet, forgotten. 

Miss Mary Winchester had given Bessie a pretty, 
all complete workbox, andin her hasty removal 
from the hut a year and more ago she forgot the 
old one, and left itto the moths and dust. It being 
a dry inner closet, and the box in the driest corner 
of it, and the envelope inside the box, we may sup- 
pose a secret therein would come out of its hiding- 
place in the darkness uninjured, if any one ever 
should find it there. 

Also during the year « letter from Abijah Crane 
was received by Brown, Boyd & Co., at Boston. 
You may remember this firm were successors of 
the late Reuben Winchester, and Abijah Crane 
had been continued with them as clerk until his 
good fortune befel him. 

The copsequence of this letter was a search in 
the great fireproof for an eighteen inch each way 
iron box, labelled “ Private Papers of A. Crane.” 
They found the box, but found no key. So a diffi- 
culty arose—how to open it. To blow it open 
would be apt to ruin the whole box: So B., B. & 
Co. resolved to write,to and hear further from 
Abijah Crane in regard thereto. This resolution 
to write to him was strengthened by the opivion of 
a locksmith whom they summoned, and who 
thought powder would blow the whole concern, 
that is, box and contents, up; and his picklock ef- 
forts were unsuccessful. 

During this year under review, Miss Sophie, 
housemaid at Myrtle Grove, had been successfully 
courted, or wooed, by a red-faced, large-nosed, 
sandy-haired and whiskered, deep blue-eyed, com- 
mon-sized, hard-working, true as steel, loving, 
kind-hearted boy, two years over age. He paid 
her attentive attentions devotedly eight months of 
the year,and one morning of the said eighth 
month—having won her heart and hand, and sav- 
ings in the bank—Sophie blushingly became Mrs. 
Bob White, and Kitty Trump reigned in her stead 
as housemaid at Myrtle Grove. 

Four months, then, this pair have happily dwelt 
in harmony together in a small, neat cottage home 
—Bob White, owner. 

Mrs. Winchester, Mary, Bessie, and some of the 
ladies of first and son.e of second degree in the 
Buzzardville circles, visit Mr. and Mra. Bob White 
aud make them happy, and always are welcomg. 

_ So changes have been rung on the chords of 
Time, and Buzzardville has had a pleasant share. 





I have been told nota single death occurred 
there all this period we have written about. This | 
year fied away to join the more than six thousand 
years gone . | 
CHAPTER XI.—IN WHICH THE SECRECY OF THE 

SECRET SEEMS LESS SECURE BY CIRCUMSTANCES | 


| 


8 t. 
Si tay Ma Wischrer wea Uk uel 
—_, just sat down to have, as she was accus- 
when 


to say, “achat into myself all alene,” | 
after Mrs. Dobson entered with 


the came to the door, and soon | 

several letters. 

» and began | 

those of the letters addressed to herself. | 

Of all these, but one, I think, is of moment in | 

this history. 

It was from Abijah Crane, dated at Rome, and 

was as follows, verbatim et literatim : 


“Mrs. ANNA WINCHESTER—MADAM : 


i 
| 


Doubt- 


were two e in her will to my inheriting 
the whole; one was a legacy of $5,000 to your 
=. inchester; one of $3,000 
to Mins Crathy ny my Ay 
ete., to t Flint, Esq., 
who will pur those ladies ly possession of 
rs fo hy H pay Pe 
‘ ve + 
am sorry. your for- 
a statement of the whole trans- 


, and, as he 


own use,” etc., etc. 

Mrs. W: handed Abijah Crane’s letter 
to Mr. Flint, with : 

“ Please read it aloud, sir.” 

He did so. 

Little Bessie had been for over an hour trying 

tly to learn a dry lesson, and at 
it of time was very 8) indeed. 
She whispered to herself, nodding between each 
80 


“Dear Miss Mary”—nod, nod —“oh, I 
» nod — “ ’m so 
lad—so much money”— node—* Mr. 
rane, that’s the fanny man”—nod, nod—* I heard 
talk—talk about him”—more nods. ‘“‘A _ 
‘lost when I was at Buzzardville.” sie 
a finger into pw pretty blue eye, +s 
herself, nodded ogain, wondering whatever 
become of her workbox, g to remember, 
and to their low vo , she 
oo “Tl hunt it up”—nod—“ if that paper” 
a then 7, and soun a ous fell » 
washed, wild ond wanterien down by Cayuga lake. 

Clement Flint, Esq., was w 8, some little 
one in his room to dress and make himself 
presen " 

-_- became quite animated, lively and excited. 

e solfloquised : 

“Just so; just as I, Clement Fiint, e ted. 
In that letter to Brown, Boyd & Co., he, Xoijab 
says ‘a is in his box marked W. W.’ 
Now that stands for what? Why, Winchester’s 
will, of course. I'll bet a goodly sum—a sum, sir, 

round sir—that that’s what W. W. is 
intended to sent in that position. He has 
deeply ladies e, Abijah—of 
course he has. He confessed! Didhe? I’d like 

‘that confession. Lostit, eh? Ah, I see. 
He bad a secret when he was up here behind those 
said: ‘I've lost it,’ he said. Now, 
it. apy Mg MA 
t? ¢ t 9 
eh? ‘ the hearts of Mrs. W Mary, cadies 
another's with his wore a eh? Isee. We 

x it. 


to that side of cravat. Ah, a hair out of place. 


Ft 


There, sir! you're all 3; so you can t 
yourself to the Teaien. Eis nk eh? Lost it, 
eh? All right.” 


8 in the r, C. Flint, Esq., con- 
on Gh iin. Wades. 


‘“We must get into that box, ma’am, at Brown, 
Boyd & Co.’s; and we must seek that confession.” 
“ Yes, sir. I doubt if the latter was ever in ex- 


“So do I, ma’am; but seek we must; ha 
we will find.” — 


i 


you, madam, once more by the latter part of the 
week, or first of next week, ma’am.” 
“Til be gladto have you with us to help in the 
arch, sir.” 
After farther conversation, merging into other 
topics, tea was announced. C. t accepted an 
invitation to remain at that repast, and soon after 
~~ thereof he returned to the White Swan 


He had a pleasant talk there with mine host, the 





slow of speech; also about bedtime k of a 
soothing, beverage, and retired to bed and 
dream! 

CHAPTER XII.—IN WHICH THE SECRET 18 A 


SECRET NO MORE. 


THe next day was clear, bright and cold. Miss 
- Winchester and Bessie sat side by side before 
e fire. 
Bessie had recited and per‘ormed her usual les- 
sons and tasks, and so they had been pleasantly 
talking awhile; although Bessie, for being at hard 
—_— replied somewhat vacantly to Mary’s re- 
marks. 
Bessie’s thoughts were about her old workbox 
in; of the paper she had found a year or so ago; 
of the queer person that had been there at Buz- 
zardville ; won about it before spe 
aloud to Miss Mary of the matter. Presently 


ie: 

“Dear Miss Mary, I found something one day 

when I used to wander about so wildly by the lake 
chips and idly playing.” 





as if 


So | you found it ?” 








“ What did find, Bessie—a = 
“Yes, I thick it must have been the paper you 
and Mr. Flint have, been about. It was 


what I know now to bean envelope. It was thick, 


something was inside. 
eae 5 eeeeen oe bo Gaaet © Gat wee 
. Crane says he lost.” 
- so too, dear Miss - 
‘* Have you got it now, Bessie 
“No, ma’am. Oh, I’m so sorry, so sorry; I lost 
it also, I’m afraid. Oh, oh!” and little Bessie 
“ages § Seed & Soe dusting; these, don't 
ever mind, Bessie darling; there, don’t cry; 
but try and remember. Where did you put it when 


“TI placed it in my little old workbox, and I’ve 
bon pi dh dear, dear!” 
an t ‘or was great 
and cisetve, end oe me knew Jy 4— of the 
article supposed Icst. 

“There, darling; do try and be calm; we won't, 
= = blame you. Where did you put the 

x 
ee Se eet meet have lat ten he cloest ie Ro 


“ Well, then, I'll get the key of the hut, and we 
will walls over thever & wil © and do 


secrets among us,” Winchcater. 
“ There should be none, mother.” 
Then Mary emptied the contents of Bessie’s box 


on the table, took out the envglope, broke the seal 
and withdrew the rom. 

‘ So a secret in a few minutes was a secret no more 
lor ever. 

Oh, Abijah! do you not wish you had been 
there present, to look upon the sadness and the | 
great joy the reading of those documents produced ? 

Tue Secret or Apiyan CRANE. 


Shall I give it to you, word for word, as read by 


Mary Winchester to her mother, lover and Bessie, 
or shall I the meat of it—the substance— 
the—the o rertpodeort y Which? “ The lat- 


ter.” Well, well, the latter be it. 

Two papers were in the envelope. One was a 
true copy of the last will and testament of Reuben 
Winchester, de bequcathing entire 
wealth, real estates, stocks, money his 
wife and daughters Mary an 
placed into cash capital would make Mrs. 
chester’s income near $5,000 per annum, Mary’ 
about $3,000, and Ella’s about $2,000 per annum. 
The whole to belong to the survivors or survivor of 
Mrs. W: . This, of course, was all very plea- 
sant cod ver coeuseeits, ant in 
Ella, Mrs. chester resolved to place her share 
securely, so as to accumulate until Ella was 
found or her decease made certain. 

The oa ee aes ae he 
Mr. Reuben Winchester’s will; why he hid it, 
what he knewof Ella. F he 


fore he had witness 
company with Mr. Julius 
clerks. Mr. W. placed the 

possession, to keep safely for him. 
afterwards Julius Thomas died. Shortly thereafter 
Mr. Winchester, during his visit to New York, was 
killed. Meanwhile Abijah had proposed to Mary 
that he and she shou — 

etc. 





w up, be old enough. he had 
Sr peetad covetal thes fa these ¥ ul days, and 
each time he was kindly and firmly rej Mr. 
Abijah felt rev: So when the tuneral 


returned to the house after the burial of Mr. Win- 
chester, there was no will produced. Abijah thought 
he would have his lite spite, a bit of re » 
keep them out of the total y- He being 
only one knowing of a will belog fa existence, this 
was to do, and revenge is sweet you know. 

The item next in order thrilled our friends at 
Myrtle Grove with . Mrs. Winchester 
wept tears of joy, Mary was in ecstacies of delight, 
Arthur clapped his hands and fairly danced ; little 
Bessie was nearly suffocated by the kisses and em- 
braces she received from all. They were so glad! 
80 very 7 glad! Why? Because little Bessie, 
the wild girl of the wood, and the long lost Ella 
were the same. Bessie was Ella, Ella was Bessie. 
This they learned from the confession of Abijah, 
this was the great secret. We give this part in his 
own words ssed to Mrs. Winchester : 


“Three months, madam, after your husband’s 
death, you, Mary and Ella again visited New York. 
While there Ella was lost, as too well you know. 
Three months thereafter I was on ” business trip 
westward for Brown, Boyd & Co. I found a little 

irl in the woods near Buzzardville. I recognized 
ras the lost Ella. I ascertained that a farmer, 
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Fortune restored! the lost one found! 
joy! Impgine the scene caused by these re- 
vediiigs : the beautiful tableau as the curtain 


CHAPTER XIII.—IN WHICH AUTHOR AND READER 


BACH OTHER FOR A TIME. 

A rvEw days after the reading thereof privately 

in the pealer of ra Se the secret had ‘be- 
and nothing in its march from 
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Mike Trotter told Mr. S, Ogle all he 


— 4 == Abijah Crane’s revelations. Then said 
e 3 

“T knew—it—Sam—u-—el. I said—so—to you. 
said so—to 


a—queer— cus—tom—er. 
one—couldn’t—be good. Be—cause—his—se—cret 
—was—a wre —'at—on—his—mind. And 
—now—behold—I was right—you—see it—was—it 
was so—Sam—u—el.” 

“Well it isa windfall for ’em all, especially 
the little girl. I always considered her out of her 
spear, so.” f 

aa Yes—yes—very—good—for em all as— 
—Sam—u—el. I sup—pose—now Miss 
and—Mr.—Ar—thur—'ll—be get—ting mar— 


soon. 

“ Next Christmas Eve, Mike, I believe, and a 
quiet and very select affair it’s to be, I hear.” 

“ Ver—y—well—now— Sam—u—el — you—sly— 
old—sta—ger!” Here Mr. Trotter facetiously put 

fingers among Mr. Ogle’s ribs tickingly, and 

continued : ‘‘ Sally—our— to-—me the 
oth—er—day — 
—warn--in’ 


—Sam—u—el—O—gal— 
ried— sir—please—sir. Now —Sam—u—el—O— 
gal—is that—so? Oh! you.” Another poke rib- 


“Tt is, old friend—it is true—give me joy.” 

And was given Mr. Mr. Trotter, and 
teak As ears Reaith and the ladies’ 
, and Mr. Trotter declared his intention 
to , but to stand by the White Swan 
death he and it should part. And Mr. Ogle 
him that Sally and he would reside with 

the White Swan. 

“ Sam—u—el—I’m—wil—ling—so bring—your— 


ou say 


E 


; 


BE 


s 
- 


tra g:” 

Zs the telegraph columns of the daily papers the 
latest news - am to the dear publis, fo I will 
conclude by presenting the news of Buzzardville a 
few months after. 

LATE FROM BUZZARDVILLE, N. Y. 

Mr. Ogle and Sally were married and happily 

dwelt Mr. Trotter at the White Swan. 


LATER. 


On Christmas Eve Miss Mary Winchester be- 
came Mrs. Arthur Ha on. course of their 
true love had ran smoothly, and now they werr, 
**Oh, so very happy!” 

STILL LATER. 

Mrs. Winchester taken sick, after a brief illness, 
died. Mary, Arthur and Ella Bessie in gloom for 
many weeks. Then ail resume a pleasant life at 
Myrtle Grove. 


PIVE YEARS AFTER. 


News from Abijah Crane. He has been doing 
well. His heart disease (?) cured. He has re- 
formed in every particular—so to say. He is a 
church member, a very benevolent man. He is a 
happy husband—ditto father—dear me! 


TEN YEARS STILL LATER. 


The Rev. Archibald Webb, having at first taken 
an interest in Ella Bessie, as she grew up and ex- 
ded into a lovely, highly cultivated woman, a 
Phristian gentlewoman, his r ct had b 
= a - = 5 a, eaening ese wes 
love. e was handsome, intelligent, good, 7 
few years Bessie’s senior. In short she said “Yes,” 
= as ae ah oe — after the 
ivulging o secret were . 
So Me. fad’ Mrs Arthur Harrington, Mr. and 
Mrs. Sam—u—el Ogle, Mr. and Mrs. Bob White, 
and Rev. and Mrs. Archy Webb were all as happy, 
and prosperous couples as you could find 








a very old man and feeble, travelling in his wagon 


lovi 
anywhere. 





its travels Abijah would have“ 
infant secret . 


‘ 
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A SIGH. 
Ox! tell me, ye sages of learning, 
Whence comes this continual cry 
This pitiful weeping and wailing 
Which falls on my ear with a sigh? 


Yon baby which lies in the cradle, 
With a tear in its little blue eye, 

Though to care and sorrow a stranger, 
Sobs an occasional sigh. 


The cotter, as homeward he rambles, 
His daily labor laid by, 

Approaches his cottage rejoicing, 
But raises the latch with a sigh. 


The soldier who goes into battle, 
Feels a tear gushing up to his eye; 

Dashes madly on to the struggle, 
And yields up his life with a sigh. 


That pious patriarch, dying, 
Looked steadfastly into the sky; 
His hopes were all centred in heaven, 
Yet he left the world with a sigh. 


Let me climb to the top of yon mountain, 
With the sea and the surf rushing high, 

The surge of that dark solemn ocean 
Sends up a sad, sorrowful sigh. 


If I enter the walls of some palace, 
Where splendor dazzles the eye, 

Even there, among beauty and fashion, 
How often, alas! do they sigh. 


Oh, tell me, where is that heaven 
To which I am longing to fly? 
Is it up in the beautiful sunshine ? 
Is it there where they never more sigh? 


*Tis there, at the feet of the Saviour, 
Far away beyond the blue sky, 

Where angels celestial are standing, 
Who are never disturbed by a sigh. 


ELEANOR’S VICTORY. 


BY MISS M. E. BRADDON, 


AUTHOR OF “ AURORA FLOYD,” “LADY 4UDLEY’s 
SEORET,” “LADY LISLE,” “sJ0mN 
MAROHMONT’S LEGACY,” BTO. 








CHAPTER XLV.--AT SEA. 


Tue will was gone. Eleanor tried to think how 
or where she could have lost it. It might have 
dropped from her pocket, perhaps. That was the 
only solution of the mystery that presented itself 
to her mind. The open pocket of her dress might 

‘have been caught by one of the laurel boughs as 
she crouched upon the ground, and when she rose 
the paper had dropped out. There was no other 
way in which she could have lost it. She had been 
so absorbed in the watch she had kept on Launcelot 
Darrell as to forget the value of the document 
which she had thrust carelessly into her pocket. 
Her father’s letter and Launcelot Darrell’s sketch 
were still safe in the bosom of her dress; but the 
will, thé genuine will, in place of which the young 
man had introduced some fabrication of his own, 
was gone. . 

“* Let me see this will, Eleanor,” Gilbert Monck- 
ton said, advancing to his wife. Although she had 
been the most skilful actress, the most accomplished 
deceiver amongst all womankind, her conduct to- 
night could not be all acting, it could not be all de- 
ception. She did not love him; she had confessed 
that very plainly. She did not love him, and she 
had only married him in order to serve a purpose 
of her own. But then, on the other hand, if her 
passionate words were to believed in, she did rot 
love Launcelot Darrell. There was some comfort 
in that. “Let me see the will, Eleanor,” he re- 
peated, as his wife stared at him blankly, in the 
first shock of her discovery. 

“T can’t find it,” she said, hopelessly. “ It’s 
gone; it’s lost. Oh, for pity’s sake, go out into 
the garden and look for it. I must have dropped it 
amongs: the evergreens outside Mr. de Créspigny’s 
rooms. Pray go and look for it.” 

“TI will,” the lawyer said, taking up his hat and 
walking towards the door of the room. 

But Miss Lavinia de Crespigny stopped him. 

“No, Mr. Monckton,” she said; “ pray don’t go 
out into the night air. Parker is the proper person 
to look for this document.” 

She rang the bell, which was answered by the 
old outler. 

“Has Brooks come back from Windsor?” she 
asked. 

“No, miss, not yet.” 

“ A paper has been dropped in the garden, Parker, 
somewhere among the evergreens, outside my 
uncle’s rooms. Will youtake a lantern and go and 
look for it ?” 

* Dear, dear!” exclaimed Miss Garah, “ Brooks 
has been a very long time going from here to 
Windsor and back again. I wish Mr. Lawford's 
clerk were come. The place would be taken care 
of, then, and we should hive no further anxiety.” 

The lady looked suspiciously from her nephew 
to Eleanor, and from Eleanor to Gilbert Monck- 
ton. She did not know whom to trust or whom 
to fear. Launcelot Darrell sat before her, biting 
savagely at his nails, and with his head bent upon 
his breast. Eleanor had sunk into the chair nearest 
her, utterly dambfounded by the loss of the will. 

“You need not fear that we shall long intrude 
upon you, Miss de Crespigoy,” Gilbert Monckton 
suid. ‘My wife has made an accusation against 
a person in this room. It is only right, in your in- 


terest, and fer the justification of her truth and 
s 








honor, that this business should be investigated— 
and immediately.” 

“The will must be found!” Eleanor cried; “ it 
a ee eee shrub- 


Leuncelot Darrell said nothing. He waited the 
issue of the search that was being made. If the 
will was found, he was prepared to repudiate it; 
for there was no other course left to him. He 
hated this woman, who had suddenly arisen before 
him as an enemy and denouncer, who had recalled 
to him the bitter memory of his first great dishonor, 
and who had detected him in the commission of his 
first crime. He hated Eleanor, and was ready to 
sacrifice her to his own safety. 

He lifted his head, presently, and looked about 
him with a scornful laugh. 

“Is this a farce or a conspiracy, Mrs. Monck- 

ton?” he asked. “Do you expect to invalidate my 
great-uncle’s genuine will—wherever that will 
may happen to be found—by the production of 
some document dropped by you in the garden, 
and which has, very likely, never been inside this 
house, much less in my uncle’s possession. You 
surely don’t expect any one to believe your pretty, 
romantic story, of a suicide in Paris, and a mid- 
night scene at Woodlands? It would be an excel- 
lent paragraph for a hard-up penny-a-liner, but, 
really, for any other purpose—” 
“Take care, Mr. Darrell,” Gilbert Monckton 
said, quietly, “you will gain nothing by insolence. 
If I do not resent your impertinence to my wife, it 
is because I begin to believe that you are so des- 
picable a scoundrel as to be unworthy of an honest 
man’s anger. You had much better hold your 
tongue.” 


There was no particular eloquence in these last 


tone that effectually silenced Launcelot Darrell. 
Mr. Monckton’s cane lay upon a chair by the fire- 
place, and while speaking he had set down his hat, 
and taken up the cane; unconsciously, perhaps; 
but the movement had not escaped the man’s 
furtive glance. He kept silence; and with his face 
darkened by a gloomy scowl, still sat biting his 
nails. The will would be found. The genuine 
document would be compared with the fabrication 
he had placed amongst his great-uncle’s papers, 
and perpetual shame, punishment and misery would 
be his lot. What he suffered to-night, sitting 
amongst these people, not one of whom he could 
count as a friend, was only a foretaste of what he 
would have to suffer by-and-bye in a criminal 
dock. 

For some time there was silence in the room 
The two sisters, anxious and perplexed, looked 
almost despairingly at each other, fearful that at 
the end of all this business they would be the suf- 
ferers; cheated, in their helplessness, either by 
George Vane’s daughter or by Launcelot Darrell. 
Eleanor, exhausted by her own excitement, sat 
with her eyes fixed upon the door, waiting for the 
coming of the old butler. ; 

More than a quarter of an hour passed in this 
way. Then the door opened, and Mr. Parker made 
his appearance. 

“You have found it!” cried Eleanor, starting to 
her feet. 

“No, ma’am. No, Miss Lavinia,” added the 
butler. “I have searched every inch of the gar- 
ding, and there is nothink in the shape of a paper 
to be found. The ’ousemaid was with me, and she 
searched likewise.” 

“It must be in the garden!”’ exclaimed Eleanor, 
“it must be there—unless it has been blown 
away!” 

“‘There’s not wind enough for that,ma’am. The 
s’rubberies are ‘igh, and it would take a deal of 
wind to blow a paper across the tops of the trees.” 
“And you've searched the ground under the 
trees?” asked Mr. Monckton. 

We’ve searched everywhere; me and 
the ’ousemaid.” 

Launcelot Darrell burst into a loud laugh, an in- 
solent, strident laugh. 

“Why, I thought as much,” he cried; “the 
whole story is a farce. I beg your pardon, Mr. 
Monckton, for calling it a conspiracy. It is merely 
a slight hallucination of your wife’s; and I dare 
say she is as much George Vane’s daughter as I 
am the fabrieator of a forged will.” 

Mr. Darrell’s triumph had made him foolhardy. 
In the next moment Gilbert Monckton’s hand was 
on the collar of his coat, and the cane uplifted 
above his shoulders. 

“Oh, my goodness me!” shrieked Sarah de 
Crespigny, with a dismal wail, ‘‘there’ll be murder 
done presently. Oh, this is too dreadful; in the 
dead of the night, too.” 

But before any harm could happen to Launcelot 
Darrell, Eleanor clung about her husband’s up- 
‘* What you said just now was the truth, Gilbert,’ 
she cried, “‘he is not worthy of it; he is not, in- 
deed. He is beneath an honest man’s anger. Let 
him alone ; for my sake let him alone. Retribution 
must come upon him sooner or later. I thought it 


“ Becaus 4 and his 
companion . will.” 
The . _ relieved by the 
of kh. ace, 
“Come, Mr. M we said, with an air of 
injured innocence, ,vu have been very anxious 


to investigate the grounds of your wife’s accusa- 
tion, and have been very ready to believe in a most 
absurd story. You have even gone so far as to wish 
to execute vengeance upon me with a 
walking-stick. I think it’s my turn now to ask a 
few questions.” 

‘You can ask as many as you please,” answered 
the lawyer. 

His mind was bewildered by what had happened. 
Eleanor’s earnestness, which had all seemed so real, 
had all ended in nothing. How if it was all acting, 
how if some darker mystery lurked beneath all this 
tumult of accusation and denial? The canker of 
suspicion, engendered by one woman's treachery, 
had taken deep root in Gilbert Monckton’s breast. 
He had lost one of the purest and highest gifts of 
a noble nature—the power to trust. 

“ Very well, then,” said Launcelot Darrell, turn- 
ing to Eleanor: “ perhaps you will tell me how I 
contrived to open this cabinet, out of which you say 
I stole one document, and into which you declare I 
introduced another ?” 

“You took the keys’ from Mr. de Crespigny’s 
room.” 

“Indeed! But is there no one keeping watch in 
that room ?” , 

“Yes,” cried Miss Sarah, “‘Jepcott is there. 
Jepcott has been there ever since my beloved uncle 
expired. Nothing has been disturbed, and Jepcott 
has had the care of the room. We could trust 
Jepcott with untold gold.” 

“Yes,” said Miss Lavinia, ‘ with untold gold.” 

‘But she was asleep!” cried Eleanor, “the 
womsn was asleep when that man went into the 
room.” 

“ Asleep!” exclaimed Mise§Sarah. “Oh, surely 
not. Surely Jepcott would not deceive us; I can’t 
think that of her. The very last words I said to 
her were, ‘Jepcott, do you feel at all sleepy? If 
you feel in the least degree sleepy, have the house- 
maid to sit with you—make assurance doubly sure, 
and have the housemaid.’ ‘No, miss,’ Jepcott 
said, ‘I never felt more wakeful in my life, and as 
to the girl, she’s a poor, frightened silly, and I don’t 
think you could induce her to go into master’s 
reom, though you were to offer her a five pound 
note for doing it.’ And if Jepcott went to sleep 
after this, knowing that everything was left about 
just as it was when my uncle died, it was really too 
bad of her.” 

“Send for Mrs. Jepcott,” said Launcelot 
Darrell; “let us hear what she has to say about 
this very probable story of my stealing my great- 
uncle’s keys.” 

Miss Lavinia de Crespigny rang the bell, which 
was answered by Mr. Parker, who, though usually 
slow to respond to any summons, was wonderfully 
prompt in his attendance this evening. 

“Tell Mrs. Jepcott to come here,” said Miss 
Lavinia, ‘‘I want to speak to her.” 

The butler departed upon this errand, and again 
there was a silent pause, which seemed a very long 
one, but which only extended over five minutes. 
At the end of that time Mrs. Jepcott appeared. 
She was a respectable-looking woman, prim and 
rather grim in appearance. She had been in the 
dead man’s service for five-and-thirty years, and 
was abvut fifteen years older than the Misses de 
Crespigny, whom she always spoke of as “the 
young ladies.” , 

“* Jepcott,” said Miss Sarah, “I want to know 
whether anybody whatever, except yourself, has 
entered Mr. de Crespigny’s room since you have 
been placed in charge of it ?” 

“Oh dear no, miss,” answered the housekeeper 
promptly, “certainly not.” 

‘“ Are you sure of that, Jepcott ?” 

Quite sure, miss, as sure as I am that I am 
standing here this moment.” 

“You speak very confidently, Jepcott, but this 
is really a most serious business, I am told that 
you have been asleep.” 

“Asleep, Miss de Crespigny! Oh, dear, who 
could say anything of the kind? Who could beso 
wicked as to tell such a story ?” 

“You are certain that you have not been 
asleep ?” 

“Yes, miss, quite certain. I closed my eyes 
sometimes, for my sight is weak, as you know, 
miss, and the light dazzled me and made my eyes 
ache. I closé my eyes generally when I sit down 
of an evening, for my sight doesn’t allow me to do 
needlework by candlelight, neither to read a news- 
paper; and I may have closed my eyes to-night, 
but I didn’t go to sleep, miss, oh dear no; I was too 
nervous and anxious for that, a great deal; be- 
sides, I am not a good sleeper at any time, and so 
I should have heard if a mouse had stirred in the 
room.” 

“You didn’t hear me come into the room, did 
you, Mrs. Jepcott ?”” asked fauncelot Darrell. 

“You, Mr. Darrell? Oh, dear, no; neither you 





had come to-night, but there has been witchcraft in 
all this business. I can’t understand it.” 
“ Stay, Eleanor,” said Gilbert Monckton, putting | 
down his cane, and turning away from Launcelot 
Darrell as he might have turned from a mongrel | 
eur that he had been dissuaded from punishing: 
“This last will—what was the wording of it—to | 
whom did it leave the fortune ?” | 
Launcelot Darrell looked up, eagerly, breath- | 
lessly, waiting for Eleanor's answer. 

“I don’t know,” she said. 

“ What, have you forgotten ?” 

“No, I never knew anything about the contents 
of the will. I had no opportunity of looking at it. 
I took it from the chair on which Launcelot Darrell 
threw it, and put it in my pocket. From that mo- 
ment to this 1 have never seen it.” 

“ How do you know, then, that it was « will?” 





asked Gilbert Monckton. 


nor anybody else, sir.” 

“And you don’t think that I could have come 
into the room without your knowing it? You don’t 
think I could have come in while you were 
asleep ?’’ 

“But I wasn’t asleep, Mr. Darrell; and as for 
you or anybody comin’ in without my hearin’ ’em 
—why, I heard every leaf that stirred outside the 
windows.” 

“TI fear that at least this part of your charge 
must drop to the ground, Mrs. Monckton,” Laun- 
celot Darrell said, scornfully. 

‘‘Jepcott,” said Miss Lavinia de Crespigny, “go 
back and see if my uncle’s keys are safe.” 

“Yes, do, Mrs. Jepcott,” exclaimed Launcelot 
Darrell; “and be sure you take notice whether 


they have been disturbed since your master died.” 
h 


ce housekeeper left the room, and returned af- 


| ter about three minutes’ absence. 
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“The keys are quite safe, Miss Lavinia,” she 
said. 
“ And they have not been disturbed?” asked 


Launcelot. ‘ 

“No, Mr. Darrell, they haven’t been moved a 
quarter of aninch. They're lyin’ just where they 
lay when my poor master died, half hid under a 
pocket-handkerchief.” 


Launcelot Darrell drew along breath. How won- 
derfully these fo¢lish women had played into his 
hands, and helped him to escape. 

“That will do, Jepeott,” said Miss Sarah, “ yeu 
may go now. Remember that you are responsible 
for everything in my uncle's room until the arrival 
of Mr. Lawford’s clerk. It would have been a very 
bad business for you if Mr. de Crespigny’s keys had 
been tampered with.” 

Mrs. Jepeott looked rather alarmed at this re- 
mark, and retired without delay. Supppse she had 
been asleep, after all, for five minutes or so, and 
some mischief had arisen out of it, what might not 
her punishment be. She had a very vague idea of 
the power of the law, and did not know what pen- 
alties she might have incurred by five minutes’ un- 


the habit of spending the evening in a series of in- 
termittent naps for the last ten years, and had no 
idea that while her eyes to shade them from 
the glare of the light, she often slumbered soundly 
for an hour at a stretch. 

“Well, Mrs. Monckton,” Launcelot Darrell 
said, when the housekeeper had left the room, “I 
suppose now you are convinced that all this mid- 
winter night’s dream is a mere hallucination of 
your own.” 

Eleanor looked at him with a contemptuous 


who I any; and let that memory keep 
The doorbell rang loudly as Eleanor finished 


“ Thank heaven!” exclaimed Miss de Crespigny, 
“Mr. Lawford’s clerk has come at last. oe 
take charge of everything, and if anybody 
tampered: with my uncle’s papers,” she added, 
looking first at Launvelot and then at Eleanor, “ay 
have no doubt he will find out all about it. We are 
poor unprotected women, but I dare say we shall 
find those who will be able to defend our rights.” 

“TJ don’t think we have any occasion to stop 
here,” said Mr. Monckton; “ are you ready to come 
home, Eleanor ?” 

“ Quite ready,” his wife answered. 

“You have nothing more.to say ?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“Put on your cloak, then, and come. Good- 
night, Miss de Crespigny. Good-night, Miss La- 
vinia.” 


Mr. Lamb, the Windsor solicitor’s clerk, came in 
while Gilbert Monckton and his wife were leaving 
the room. He was the same old man whom 
Richard Thornton had seen at Windsor. Eleanor 
perceived that this man was surprised to see 
Launcelot Darrell. He started, and looked at 
the artist with a half-frightened, half-inquiring 
glance; but the young man did not return the 
look. 





CHAPTER XLVI.—LAURA’S TROUBLES. 


Gilbert Monckton offered Eleanor his arm as 
they went out of the hall and down the steps before 
the front entrance. 

“IT would have got a conveyance for you if it had 
been possible, Eleanor,” he said; “‘ but of course 
at this time of night that is utverly out of the ques- 
tion. Do you think that you can manage to walk 
home ?” 

“Oh, yes; very well indeed.” 

She sighed as she spoke. She felt completely 
baffled by what had occurred, terribly prostrated by 
the defeat which had befallen her.' There was no 
hope, then. This base and treacherous man was 
always to triumph: however wicked, however 
criminal. 


“Is it very late?” she asked, presently. 

“ Yes, very late—past one o’clock.” 

The husband and wife walked homewards in si- 
lence. The road seemed even drearier than before 
to Eleanor, though this time she had a companion 
in her dismal journey. But this time despair was 
gnawing at her breast; she had been supported be- 
fore by excitement, buoyed up by hope. 

They reached Tolldale at last. The butler ad- 
mitted them. He had sent all the other servants 
to bed, and had sat up alone to receive his master. 

Even upon this night of bewilderment Gilbert 
Monckton endeavored to keep up appearances. 

“We have been to Woodlands,” he said to the 
old servant. “Mr. de Crespigny is dead.” 

He had no doubt that his own and his wife’s ab 
sence had given rise to wonderment in the quiet 
household, and he thought by this means to set all 
curiosity at rest. But the drawing-room door 
opened while he was speaking, and Laura rushed 
into the hall. 

“Oh, my goodness gracious,” she exclaimed, 
“here you are at last. What I have suffered this 
evening! Oh! what agonies I have suffered this 
evening, wondering what had happened, and think- 
ing of all sorts of horrid things.” 

** But, my dear Laura, why didn’t you goto bed ?” 
asked Mr. Monckton. 

**Go to bed!” screamed the young lady. “ Go 
to bed with my poor brain bursting with suspense. 
I’m sure if people’s brains do burst, it’s a wonde 
mine hasn't to-night, ard |I thought ever so many 
times it was going to do it. First Eleanor goes out 
without leaving word where she’s gone; and then 
you go out without leaving word where you're 
gone; and then you both stay away for hours, 
and hours, and hours. And there I sit all the 
time watching the clock, with nobody but the 
Skye to keep my company, until J get so nervous 
that I daren’t look behind me, und I almost begin 
to feel as if the Skye was a demon dog! And, oh! 





do tell me what in goodness’ name has happened ?”” 
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“Come into the drawing-room, Laura; and pray 
don’t talk so fast. I will tell you presently.” 

Mr. Monckton walked into the drawing-room 
followed by Laura and his wife. He closed the 
door carefully, and then sat Limself down by the 


re. 

“T’ve had coals put on five times,” exclaimed 
Mies Mason, “‘but all the coals in the world 
wouldn’t keep me from shivering and feeling as if 
somebody was coming in through the door and 
looking over my shoulder. If it hadn’t been for 
the Skye I should have gone mad. What has hap- 

ened ?” 

“ Something has happened at Woodlands,” Mr. 
Monckton began gravely, but Laura interrupted 
him with a little shriek. 

“Qh, don’t,” she cried, ‘“‘don’t, please; I’d 
rather you didn’t. I know what you're going to 
say. You must come and sleep with me to-night, 
Eleanor, if you don’t want to find me raving mad 
in the morning. No wonder I felt as if the room 
was peopled with ghosts.” 

‘Don’t be foolish, Laura,” Mr. Monckton said, 
impatiently. , You asked me what has happened, 
and I tell you. To speak plain, Mr. de Crespigny 
is dead.” 

“Yes, I guessed that, of course, directly you 
began to speak in that solemn way. It’s very 
dreadful—not that he should be dead, you know, 
because I scarcely ever saw him, and when I did 
see him he always seemed to be deaf or grumpy— 
but it seems dreadful that people should die at all, 
and I always fancy they'll come walking into the 
room at night when I’m taking my hair down be- 
fore the glass, and look over my shoulder, as they 
do in German stories.” 

“TLaural” 

“Oh, please don’t look contemptuously at me,” 
cried Miss Mason, piteously; “‘of course, if you 
haven’t got nerves it’s very easy to despise these 
things; and I wish I’d been born a man or a 
lawyer, or something of that sort, so that I might 
never be nervous. Not thatI believe in ghosts, 
you know; I’m not so childish as that. I don’t 
bslieve in them, and I’m not afraid of them, but I 
don't like them !”” 

Mr. Monckton’s contemptuous expression 
changed to a look of pity. This was the foolish 
girl whom he had been about to entrust to the man 
he now knew to be a villain. He néw knew—bah! 
he had paltered with his own conicience. He had 
known it from the first; and this poor child loved 
Launcelot Darrell. Her hopes, like hisown, were 
shipwrecked; and even in the egotism of his 
misery the strong man felt some compassion for 
this helpless girl. ’ 

“So Mr. de Crespigny is dead,” Laura said after 
a pause; * does Launcelot know it yet ?” 

“He does.” 

““Was he there to-ni»ht—up at Woodlands, in 
spite of his nasty old aunts ?” 

“Yes, he was there.” 

Eleanor looked anxiously, almost piteously at 
Laura. The great disappointment, the deathblow 
of every hope, was coming down upon her, and 
Eleanor, who could see the hand uplifted to strike, 
and the cruel knife bared ready to inflict the fatal 
stab, shivered as she thought of the misery the 
thoughtless girl must have to suffer. - 

“But what can her misery be against my 
father’s,” she thought, “and how am I ac- 
countable for her sorrow? It is all Launcelot 
Darrell’s work, it is his wicked work from first to 
last.” 

“And do you think he will have the fortune ?” 
Laura asked. 

“I don’t know, my dear,” her guardian answer- 
ed, gravely, “but I think it matters very little 
either to you or me whether he may get the fortune 
or not.” 

“What do you mean?” cried the girl, ¥ how 
strangely you speak; how cruelly and coldly you 
speak of Launcelot, just as if you didn’t care 
whether he was rich or poor. Oh, good heavens,” 
she shrieked, suddenly growing wild with terror, 
‘why do you both lodk at me like that? Why do 
you both look so anxious? I know that something 
dreadful has happened; something has happened 
to Launcelot! It’s not Mr. de Crespigny, it’s 
Launcelot that’s dead!” 

“No, no, Laura, he is not dead. It would be 
better perhaps if he were. He is not a good man’ 
Laura, and he can never be your husband.” 

“Oh, I don’t care a bit about his not being good, 
as long as he isn’t dead,” exclaimed Laura. “I 
never said he was good, and never wanted him to 
be good. I’m not good; for I don’t like going to 
church three times every Sunday. The idea of 
your saying my poor dear Launcelot mustn’t marry 
me because he isn’t good! I like him to be a little 
wicked, like the Giaour, or Manfred—though good- 
ness gracious only knows what he’d done that he 
should go on as he did—I never asked him to be 
good. Goodness wouldn’t go well with his style of 
looks. It’s fair people, with wishy-washy blue eyes 
and straight hair, and mo eyebrows or eyelashes in 
particul:r, that are generally good. I hate good 
people, and if you don’t let me marry Launcelot 
Darrell now, I shall marry. him when I’m of age, 
and that'll be in three years’ time.” 

Miss Mason said all this with great vehemence 
and indignation, and then walked towards the door 
of the room; but Eleanor stopped her, and caught 
the slender little figure in her arms. 

“Ah! Laura, Laura,” she cried, “you must 
listen to us, you must hear us, my poor darling. I 
snow it seems very cruel to speak against the man 
you love, but it would be fifty times more cruel to 
ict you marry him, and leave you to discover after- 

‘ards, when your life was linked to his, and never, 
never could be a happy life again if parted from 
him, that he was unworthy of your love. It is ter- 
riole to be told this now, Laura, it would be a thou- 
sand times more te:rible to hear it then. Come 

hme te your room, Laara, I will stay with you 

night. I wil tell you all I know about Laun- 
9 Darrell. I ought to have told you before, per- 





haps, but I waited; I waited for what I begin to 
think will never come.” 

“I won't believe anything against him,” cried 
Laura, passionately, herself from Elea- 
nor’s embrace; “I won't listen to you. I won’t 
hear a word. I know why you don’t want me to 
marry him; you were in love with him yourself, 
you know you were, and you’re jealous of me, 
- you want to prevent my being happy with 


Of all the unlucky speeches that could have 
been made in the presence of Gilbert Moncktom 
this was perhaps the most unlucky. He started 
as if he had been stung, and rising from his seat 
near the fire, took a lighted candle from a side 
table, and walked to the door. 

T really can’t endure all this,” he said. “ Elea- 
nor, I'll leave you with Laura. Say what you have 
to say about Launcelot Darrell, and for pity’s sake 
let me never hear his name again. Good-night.” 

The two girls were left alone together. Laura 
had thrown herself upon a sofa, and was sobbing 
violently. Eleanor stood a few paces from her, 
looking at her with the same tender and compas- 
sionate with which she had regarded 
her from the first. 


“When I see your troubles, Laura,” she said, 
“T almost my own. My poor dear child, 
God knows how truly I pity you.” 

“ But I don’t want your pity,” cried Laura. “I 
shall hate you if you say anything against Launce- 
lot. Why should anybody pity me? I am en- 
gaged to the man I love, the only man I ever loved, 
you know that, Eleanor; you know how I fell in 
love with him directly he came to Hazlewood, and 
I will marry him ip spite of all the world. I shall 
be of age in three years, and then no horrid guar 
dians can prevent my doing what I like!” 

“But you would not marry him, Lav™, if you 
knew him to be a bad man?” 

“ I would never believe chat he is a bad man.” 

“ But my darling, you will listen to me. I must 
tell you the truth. “Z have kept it from you too 
long. I have been very guilty in keeping it from 
you. I ought to have told you when I first came 
back to Tolldale.” 

“What ought you to have told me ?” 

“The story of my life, Laura. But I thought 
you would come between me and the victory I 
wanted to achieve.” 

“ What victory ?” 

“ A victory over the man who caused my father’s 
death.” 

Then, little by little, interrupted by a hundred 
exclamations and protestations from the sobbing 
girl whose head lay on her shoulder, and whose 
waist was encircled by her arm, Eleanor Monckton 
told the story of her return to Paris, the meeting 
on the Boulevard and George Vane’s suicide. 
Little by little she contrived to to the 
wretched girl, who clung abopt her, and who 
declared again and again that she would not be- 
lieve anything against Launcelot, that she could 
not think him cruel or treacherous—how the artist 
and his vile associate, Victor Bourdon, had cheated 
the old man out of the money which represented 
his own honor and the future welfare of his child. 

You think me hard and merciless, Laura,” she 
cried, ‘‘and I sometimes wonder at my own feel- 
ings; but remember, only remember what my 
father suffered. He was cheated out of the money 
that had been entrusted to him. He was afraid to 
face his own child. Oh, my poor dear, how could 
you wrong me so cruelly!’ sheexclaimed. ‘' How 
could you think that I should have spoken one 
word of reproach or loved you any the less if you 
had lost a dozen fortunes of mine? No, Laura, I 
cannot forget what my father suffered, I cannot be 
merciful to this man!” 

Eleanor’s task was a very hard one. Laura would 
not believe, or she would not acknowledge that she 
believed, though she had none of the calm assur- 
ance which a pertect and entire faith in her lover 
should have given her. It was useless to reason 
with her. All Eleanor’s logic was powerless against 
the passionate force of this girl’s perpetual cry, the 
gist of which was, “I will believe no harm of him! 
T love him, and I will not cease to love him!” 

She would not argue, or listen to Eleanor’s calm 
reasoning, for Mrs. Monckton was very calm in 
the knowledge of ber own defeat, almost despair- 
ingly resigned, in the idea that all struggle against 
Launcelot Darrell was hopeless. Laura would not 
listen, would not be convinced. The man whom 
Eleanor had seen in Paris was not Launcelot. He 
was in India at that very time. He had written 
letters from India, and posted them thence, with 
foreign postage stamps. The shipbroker’s books 
were all wrong; what was more likely than that 
stupid shipbroker’s clerks should make wrong en: 
tries in their horrid books? In short, according © 
poor Laura’s reasoning, Launcelot Darrell was the 
victim of a series of coincidences. There had hap- 
pened to be a person who resembled him ir Paris 
at the time of George Vane’s death. Thee had 
happened to be a mistake in the shipbroker’ books. 
The figure in the watercolored sketch the Eleanor 
had stolen happened to be like the old nan. Miss 
Mason rejected cireumstantial evidence in toto. As 
for the story of the forgery, she declard that it was 
all a fabrication of Eleanor’s, invente/ in order that 
the marriage should be postpened. 

“You're very cruel, Eleanor,” she cried, “ and 
you've acted very treacherously, and I shouldn't 
have thought it of you. First yu fall in love with 
Launcelot Darrell; and then yu go and marry my 

; and then, when yor find that you don’t 
like my guardian, you begrude me my happiness; 
and you now want to set me gainst Launcelot; but 
I will not be set against hiv. There!” 

This last decisive monos«lable was uttered amidst 
a torrent of sobs, and the:, for a long time, the two 
girls sat in silence upon fe sofa before the expiring 
fire. By-and-bye, Lau» nestled her head a little 
closer upon Eleanor’s houlder, then a little hand, 
very cold, by reason o its owner’s agitation, stole 
imto the open palm lyog idle on Mrs. Monckton’s 


lap; and at last, in a low voice, almost stified by 
tears, she murmured : 

“Do you think that he is wicked? Oh, Eleanor, 
do you really think it was he who cheated your poor 
old father ?” 

“T know that it was he, Laura.” 

“ And do you believe that he has made a false 
will for the sake of that dreadful money? Oh, how 
could he care for the money when we might have 
becn so happy together poor! Do you really be- 
lieve that he has committed—forgery ?” 

She dropped her voice to a whisper as she spoke 
the word that was so awful to her when uttered in 
relation to Launcelot Darrell. 

“I believe it, and I know it, Laura,” Eleanor 
answered, gravely. 

“‘ But what will they do to him? What will be- 
come of him? They won't hang him—will they 
Eleanor? They don’t hang people for forgery r-*- 
Oh, Eleanor, what will become ofhim? Ile*™!™ 
so dearly, I don’t care what he is, or wht he bas 
done. I love him still, and would dis tr **V¢ him. 

“You need not be afraid, 
ton answered, rather bitterly. 
will escape all evil 


higher aeld it yet, Laura. He 
_ a eertor of Woorands before next week is 
over.” 
“But his conge*nce, Eleanor, his conscience ? 
He will be so p-tappy—he will be so miserable. 
Laura herself from the loving arm 
that had »«pported her, and started to her feet. 
«B)psnor!” she cried, “where.is he? Let me 
go ty him! It is not too late to undo all this, per- 
bps. He can put heck the real will, can’t he ?” 





che has done. His aunts will keep the 


“No, the real will is lost.” 

“‘ He can destroy the false one, then.” 

“T don’t think he will have the chance of doing 
that, Laura. If his heart is not hardened against 
remorse, he will have plenty of time for repentance 
between this and the time when the will is read. If 
he wishes to undo what he has done, he may make 
a confession to his aunts, and throw himself upon 
their mercy. They are the only persons likely to 
be injured by what he has done. The money was 
left to them in the original will, no doubt.” 

“ He shall confess, Eleanor,” cried Laura. ‘I 
will throw myself upon my knees at his feet, and I 
won't leave him till he promises me to undo what 
secret, for 
their own sakes. They wouldn’t like the world to 
know that their nephew could do such a wicked 
thing. Ha shall confess to them, and let them 
have the fortune, and then we can be married, and 
then we shall be as happy together as if he had 
never done wrong. Let me go to him.” 

“Not to-night, Laura. Look at the clock.” 

Eleanor pointed to the dial of the timepiece op- 
positethem. It was half-past two o’clock. 

‘I will see him to-morrow morning, then, Elea- 
nor. I will see him!” ; 

“You shall, my dear; “if you think it wise or 
right to do so.” 

But Laura Mason did not see her lover the next 
morning; for when the morning came she was in 
a burning fever, brought on by the agitation and 
excitement of the previous night. A medical man 
was summoned from Windsor to attend upon her, 
and Eleanor sat by her bedside, watching her as 
tenderly as a mother watches her sick child. 

Gilbert Monckton too was very anxious about 
his ward, and came up to the door of Laura’s 
room, to make inquiries many times in the course 
of that day. 

(To be continued.) 
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THE IDLER ABOUT TOWN. 


No letter provably ever created such a rumpus in 
the world of vomen (in which we include a large 
number of elderly, should-be she editors), as the 
epistolary edi of the Queen of England to the ladies 
of England, vritten at her special request, by that 
famous Knigit ef the Quill, Sir Punch. It is weil 
known in elect and aristocratic circles, that Sir 
Punch is Hor Majesty’s private secretary, and that 
these terribe articles, in which vice is scathed and 
folly satirived, are the joint production of Her Majes- 
ty of E and her humble but honored Secre- 
tary, SirPunch. It may be asked why these import- 
ant documents are not published in England’s great 
bombadon, the 7¥imes; but the question is very easi- 
ly anrwered, by stating that it publishes so many 
comic leaders, that it is not a fitting medium for the 
sericus thoughts and moral apotiegms of Her Majcs- 
ty md Sir Punch, The Queen, therefore, addresses 
he loving subjects 


country as to the real character of the paper which 
was named, by the Bishops, after Sir Punch, the 
Queen’s Secretary. They are compelled to acknow- 
ledge that all the quotations made from that work in 
our journals are headed “ Facetiz,” “ A Bowl 
Punch,” “A Jorum of Punch,” “ Panchiana,” and 
other frivolous captions, thus fg A mi Fed 
esting. 


g 


ha Queen 

ag pA the re eo tx 
uren, r priv: ° 

lished in the geeer edited by the Synod of 

will do much to reinstate the Amcrican people 

good opiviox of European nations ; for it proves that 

weare able to ae ee help, fact 

we 


amed 
acknowledge it, and that our sense for “ sm*ling a 
rat” is as good os anybody else’s—and better, too, 
for the matter of that. 
ber is the month of universal iDge, ex- 
, of course, the Sou ports which we sre 
bl and may emphatically be termed the be- 
ginning of something that is to follow. Schools, 
academies and colleges are opening ; theatres, circuses 
nd concert ha!ls are opening ; millinery and drygood 
stores are opening; pockets and purses aye opening, 
and Gilimore is opening Charieston, tn the row-creat- 
ing State South Carolina, pretty eff. ctually. The only 
thing thetis perpetually open is the Tr in Vir- 
ginia, which pre-ents the flat'ering prospect of never 


being clozed. Oxe of th pl asantest openicys of 





September is that of Niblo’s Garden for the regular 


autumn and winter season. This estabjieament has 
been going through a course of succr’® rors Sy 
to Mr. Wheatley’s constitution, bat esceedingly com- 
fortable to his pocket. Night after rey nearly 
eighty nights, Mr. Wheatley perfrmon the arduous 
character of Capt. Henri Lagader ; fa ‘pment yee 
his admirable performance, bry . pnd *S hed 4 
-~ Fh Si) Dijered by over exertion 

ole space of the heated 
to be closed four nights last 
now, we are happy to say, 


uite convalescen' 

‘ - Bandmanp e talented young German trage- 
dian, commence &t Niblo’s on ay Fag , in 
the character Shylock. We noticed rm- 
ance in thir Play, and shall reserve our er com- 
ments um! we have seen him in his new character of 
Nareis<: ¥ he performs this week. Mr. Band- 

will play alternately with Mr. Edwin Forrest, 
wim we very cordially weloome back to the scene 





consequen~® 
done. You may be sure of pt He will hold his | to public nocturnal 





ps This many triumphs. We anticipate t his - 
eent ent will be the most beilinest he 
ever played in New York. We 
ing his summer recess he has been study’ 
characters, which he will shortly presevt to 





new 
the public in a s of great perfection. This au- 
nouncement will be received by the public with much 
pleasure, and will excite a boundless curiosity in the 
world of theatre- 


rs. 
The Ghost at Wallack’s is a delusion and a snare, 
for it deludes an overcrowded 


We were much pleased with Mra. D. P. 
of C . It was womanly, tender, 


belong. The 
efforts most vermly, calling 
several times to acknowledge the of their 
of" Lady Audley's Secret,” which is said to be 
The -of the Winter 


Mrs. 

Sdethes semteel for this 

wiTae  Stercoptoon, at pce, hapa exhibited 
Re 
Itedecepes, architecture and” atuary on so large a 
Scell, io cortdiniy 0 marvel of ee een ae 
soapret has born ihe catoaly 

Chiefs at Barnum’s Museum, Mg Ang — ee 


Ant 

eaiiess 
i rf 
; 


genuine 
comes amiable—a state of mind most necessary to 


pane ¢ on. Itis certainly the 
strel Hall in the country, and the 
any similar establishment. 


are more varied and more excellent than at 
is gordially welcomed by all the battvete of L 
a ee ee ay , 


[ 





FUN FOR THE FAMILY. 


“T and so do women too; 
Bet Tedect which women never do.” 
To which a lady is said to have replied: 


‘If women reflected, oh, soribbler declare, 
ee, man—would be blessed by the 


An auctioneer, while engaged in his voca- 
tion, thus exalted the merits of a Vow itlem 

and ladies, some folks sell carpets for Brussels which 
are not Brussels, but I can most positivel 
that ~ elegant article was made by Mr. Brussels 


How D.D. awa , M.D. rclis! 
I dub them both a brace of noddies; 
Old D.D. takes the cure uf souls, 
And M.D. takes the cure of bodies. 


T’other the care without the cure. 


One of the best epitaphs and parodies in 
one that ever was printed is Punch’s pathetic stanza 
“Ona ve.” 

“ Collisions four 

Or five she bore: 

The signals were in vain; 
Grown old and rusted, 


A LOveR had been offered a kiss by his 
“ bright particular,” if he would ve his assertion 
that vis are accustomed to chew tobacco, as 
well as smoke their pipes, which he did thus: 
his arms proper yank. 


To back her!” 


“‘ Joun,” said a father to his son one day, 
Sag pate shav the down off his 
lip, “ don’t w your shaving- water out where 
are any bi boys, for might get their feet 


** An indlarubber ship!” exclaimed an old 
sailor, who had been listening to a description of such 
inven’ never do 


a Lroposéd tion, “ that would , because 
it would rub outall the lines of latitude and longitude, 
to say nothing of the equator!” 


‘“‘Taat; sir, is the spirit of the Press,” 
eit a lady, as she handed a gises of cider to a gentie- 
man, 

Mopesty.—At av evening party, a gentle- 
man carving a chicken asked a lady what part she 
preferred, “‘ 1 will take a foot handle,” she said, 
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SIFGE OF CHARLESTON—OBDNANCE DEPOT, MORRIS ISLAND.-FROM A SEBICH BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST. 
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SIEGE OF CHARLESTON. 
The Ironclad Fight of August 17. 


Admiral Dahlgren thus describes the action 
of the gunboats on the 17th: . 


Early in the mo: General Gillmore opened all 
his batteries upon Fort Sumter, firing over Fort Wag- 
ner and the in jiate space. 

About the same time I moved up the entire availa- 
ble naval force, leading with my flag in the Weehew- 
ken, followed by the Catskill, Nahant and Montauk, 
the Passaic Pp in reserve for Sumter; the 

opposite to Wagner, and the 


it Commander E. 
oe | = Lk Ge yh oo to 
about four hu ards off Fort Wagner; 
the other three M wed, und the lnoubides 
See eee her great draught of water per- 


After a well directed fire Wagner was 
silenced about minutes past mine A. M., and 
the fire of our own vessels was slackened in conse- 


quence. 
Meanwhile the fire of our shore batteries was work- 


effectually umter, which 
Set have yt Et, every posaibie 


manner. 
At this time the flag was shifted to the Passaic, 
steamsd ep the cheneal 6 


g the afternoon our shore batteries continued 
the fire at Sumter with little or no reply from the en- 
emy, and I contented myself up the 
Passaic and Patapsco to prevent Wagner from 


in; yp 
athe f0 replied briskly, but in a short time left off 


T oe net able to state with exactness the result of 
the day’s work, but am well satisfied with what a dis- 
“Der entire power is met pot developed, ap %t will be 

en er is e! as 
daily, while the enemy is Temaged without being sble 


The officers and men of the vessels have done their 
duty well, and will continue to do so. 
All went well with us, save one sad ex 


OFFICE OF CHIEF OF ARTILLERY, t 


t. 

8’ bombardment, the 
gorge wall of the fort is almost a complete mass of 
ruins for the distauce of several casemates. 

midway on this face the ramparts are removed 
nearly, and, in places, = to the arches; and but for 
the sandbags, with which the casemates are filled, and 
which be served to sustain 


ere g 


mi 


ty 


i 


fs 


iv 


4 


fine, the destruction of the fort is so far complete 
it is to-day of no avail in the defence of the harbor 


f Charleston. 
Bh ATE A pte 
a 
for the defence of the harbor, 


my chief of staff, was killed, as our 


tain Rodgers, 
wal AB Paymaster Woodbury, who was standing near 


Correspondents describe the scene as in- 
tensely exciting. The fire of the Ironsides 
was terrific, sweeping at once Wagner and 
Moultrie with her tremendous batteries. 
The little monitors, as they ran in, did hand- 
some battering on old Sumter, and the rebels, 
roused by the fire, endeavored in vain to in- 
jure their little opponents. 

No vessel was seriously damaged, although 
the Ironsides was struck sixty times—the 
loss of a shutter and the derangement of 
Capt. Rowan’s cabin being the extent of in- 
jury. No one was injured except the two 
named by Admiral Dahlgren. 

The effect of the fire was visible. One gun 
in Fort Sumter was knocked off into the 
water; the parapet was knocked off, and 
thirty or forty large holes could be counted 
on the face. 

Besides this view of the naval attack, 
sketched from Craig hill, we give four views 
of Fort Sumter, showing progressively the 
power of the tremendous artillery of Gen. 
Gillmore, from the 16th August, when his 
first four shots resounded against its doomed 
walls, to the 23d, when it lay a mass of ruins. 
Such terrible work was perhaps never done 
in so short a time, and yet these sketches do 
not show all, for deserters declare that the 
opposite sea walls are receiving quite as 
much damage as those here shown. 

The first of the series is a view of the 
gorge wall, where the first four shots fired 
on the 16th August struck. The next shows 
the appearance of the fort on the evening of 
the 19th, after the first day’s bombardment. 
The damage sustained during the succeeding 
day can be traced on the following sketch. 

The last view is one taken on the 23d, from 
the Beacon House, on the beach, near our 
batteries, where our Artist, by the courtesy 
of Capts. Brooks and Burger, of Gen. Gill- 
more’s staff, and by the aid of a powerful 
glass, was able to note the almost complete 
demolition of the gorge and sea walls. 

Our paper has shown Fort Sumter in its 
pride, when Beauregard compelled Anderson 
to evacuate it. We now show it demolished, 
and rendered useless to the rebellion. 

Gen, Gillmore’s report is as follows : 


HEADQUARTERS DEPARTMENT OF THE SOUTH, { 
Morkzis ISLAND, 8. C., Aug. 24, 1863 
Maj.-Gen. H. W. Halleck, General-in-Chief U. S. A., 
Washington, D. C. 

Srr—I have the honor to report ical de- 
molition of Fort Sumter as the result of our seven 
days’ bombardment of that work, including 
of which a powerful north-easterly storm most seri- 
ously diminished the accuracy and effect of our fire. 

Fort Sumter is to-day a 6 ese and harmless 
mass Of ruins. My Chief of ery, Col. J. N. 
Turner, rts its destruction so far complete that 
it is no lo of any avail in the defences of Charles- 
ton. He also says that by a longer fire it could be 
made — yey! «  -y x - @ mass of — 
masonry, but co scarcely more powerless for 
the defence of the harbor. 

My breaching batteries were located at distances 
varying between 3,330 and 4,340 yards from the work, 
and now remain as efficient asever. I deem it unneces- 
os at present to continue their fire upon the ruins 

ter. 

I have also, at great labor and under a heavy fire 
from James Island, established batteries on my left, 
within effective range of the heart of Charleston, an 
have opened with them after giving Gen. Beauregard 
due notice of my intention to do so. 

My notification to Gen. Beauregard, his reply there- 
to, with the threat of retaliation, snd my rejoinder, 
have been transmitted to the Army Headquartcrs, 

The ooo from my batteries entered the city, 
and Gea. uregard himeelf designates them as the 
most destructive missiles ever used in war. 

The report of my chief of Artillery, and an accu- 
rate sketch of the ruins of Sumter, taken at 12 M., yes- 
terday, six hours before we ceased firing, are here- 
with —— - nedtent , 

fery respectfully. your 0 ent servant, 
"2: PGILLMORE, Brig.-Gen, Com’d’g. 


your obedient servant, 


Colonel and Chief of Artillery. 
To Brig.-Gen. Q. A. Gillmore. A 
° Zen. 0.4. Gilimore, Commanding Dept. of 


Engineers’ and Getnanee Depots, Morris 


Our Artist sends us the following descrip- 

tion of these depots: ‘‘ The Engineer depot, 
of which I inclose a view, is superintended 
by Capt. Cruse, of the New York Volunteer 
Engineers. Here is found every appurten- 
ance of the profession, with skilful artificers 
to carry out all orders. This depot is of 
immense importance to the interests of the. 
command at this juncture. I alsosenda view 
of the Ordnance depot at Lighthouse inlet. 
Very busy scenes are enacted here, in view 
of the immense work before the army. Tons 
of shot and shell lie piled up, waiting to be 
taken by the teamsters up to the front, to be 
hurled against the rebel foe.” 
The work of the teamsters is one of the 
most a oem - 2 seem to constituie the 
espec get of the enemy’s long-reaching 
guns. Familiarity with the road teaches 
them the best places for cover, and so soon 
as a shell from Sumter or Johnson or Wagner 
explodes they hurry their teams from one 
point of shelter to another. Thrilling ad- 
ventures and narrow escapes thus occur 
almost daily. 








BATHING AT LONG BRANCH. 


Long Branch has this year centred all the 
lovers of surf-bathing and all who gather 
around the fair lovers of the salt water. 
Cape May being no longer accessible, except 
by way of Philadelphia, does not compete 
with it, while at Long Branch every house 
was crowded toits utmost excess. Fashions 
change even in the matter of bathing and en- 
joying the sea air. Our clever artist gives 
Life at Long Branch as it appears A. D. 1863. 
The incidents, our readers will admit, are 
happy and happily treated. The introduc- 
tion amid the roaring billows, the crab-catch- 
ing, the lolling in the sand, and especially 
the bathing scene, all look so refreshingly 
cool, and bear such an impress of the dolce 
far niente, that they quite prevent our de- 
scribing them in a hot city with sufficient ap- 
preciation. Imagination must supply our 





METROPOLITAN 


PURCHASING, AGENCY. 
We will forward to any address, on receipt of order 


(accom ied by cash), ANY ARTICLE UIRED, at 
the LOWEST” PRIGES: ty r 


, Albums, 
Latest Publications, Music, J , Books, Play- 


Cards, Army Co . 
ing 8 ee 


procurable in 
We will forward, on of 25 cents each, Photo- 
hs of GENERALS MEADE, MCCLELLAN, Grant, 
EMONT, ROSECRANS, SIGEL, BANKS, SHERMAN, 
HALLECK, SLOCUM, SICKLES; ADMIRALS PORTER, 
Foore, DUPONT, or any of the leading Officers in the 
Army and Navy. 


UNION BADGE. 


PER HUNDRED, 
$10. 


SINGLE BADGES, 
15 cents. 


Sent free by Express or Mail 


Address J. W. EVERETT & CO., 
111 Fulton Street, or P. O. Box 1614, 
New York City. 





AMUSEMENT FOR ALL! 
FRANK LESLIE'S - 


FOR OCTOBER, 

Is full of the most varied reading, containing 
Humorous Stories, Facetious Tales, 
Comic Poetry, Anecdotes, Political Sar- 
casm, Jokes, Quips, etc. Its Carica- 
tures are the most telling things of the 
day—Louis Napoleon with his Elephant ; 
Jeff Davis calling upon Mrs. Britannia; 
The Real Ghost and John Bull’s Horror; 
Cat and Dog, or the great Set-to between 
Thurlow Weed and Horace Greeley; 
John Bull and Johnny Crapaud call upon 
Dr. Lincoln; The old Pirate Pawnbroker 
won't advance any more Money upon 
the Rebel Rag—besides numerous other 
Comic Illustrations by our first Artists, 
McLenan, Newman, Fiske, Crane, Berg- 
haus, Howard, Leech and other emi- 
nent men. Price 10 cents. 





«—Sample free, by mail, for 26 cts- 


$10 per Da 
Address H. 8. BUTLER, Hinsdale, N. H. 





MATRIMONIAL FAVORS 
Bridal Sets, Bridal Garnitures, 
Bridesmaid’s Sets, Ostrich Feathers and 
Paris Flowers. 


414-65 At TUCKER’S, 759 Broadway. 


UBBARD nae’ 


EWYORK. 


Are offering the most accurate, durable 
and saleable watches in American market. They 
— sole consignees in this country for the 


MAGIC TIME OBSERVERS! 


THE PERFECTION OF MECHANISM! 
LEING A HUNTING OR OPEN FACE OB LADY’S O8 
GENTLEMAN’S ATCH COMBINED, WITH 
PATENT SELF-WINDING IMPROVEMENT. 

A MOST PLEASING NOVELTY. 


One of the prettiest, most gonvenient, and decidedly 
the best an timepiece for and re- 





posed of two metals, the outer 
fine 16-carat gold. It has the improved 
ruby-action lever movement, and is warranted ap 


case of half dozen, $214.” Sample Wetches, in’ nest 


case of half 
moroceo boxes, $35. By mail the postage is 26cents ; 


> 20 cents. 


RAILWAY TIMEKEEPERS, 


WITH HEAVY STERLING SILVER CASES, 


ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR ARMY SALES, 
The RAILWAY TIMEKEEPER hes HEAVY 
80) beautiful white 


one be 


tional. A safe delivery by mail 

aa Sold only by the case. 

THE RAILWAY TIMEKEEPER is also furnished in 
handsome silver-plated cases, and in all other respects 
or == shiyer opes, while in they 

equal. Price case 0 Postage 
$1 65. +f 20 Sold only by the case. 

Our im ‘ties produced no 


keepers, more 
ished, and st prices 
iene p in all parts f the luntarily at- 
e press rs) co’ volun’ 

test the superiority of our WE a bs encomiams 
are emphatic, speaking directly to the point, in a 
manner not to be misunderstood : : 

* Particularly valuable for Officers in the Army and 
Travellers.”— Leslie's, Feb 21. 

vas best and st jleces ever of 
fered.”—N. Y. Illustrated News, Jan 10. 
“ Exceed other manufactures in point of accuracy 
and ele — Army and Ni Gazette, Phila 
delphia, May 9, “ 

“ An improvement on 0 timepieces and in“ 
valuable for railroad pag ay iF American Rait 
road Journal, Aug. 9. 


“Elaborately and artistically finished.”—N. Y. 
Scottish Anerlesn, July 3. af 

“ Combine accuracy as timekeepers.”— Pitts- 
burg, Pa., Chroniche July 27. 

‘“* Very pretty and durable watches for the army.”— 
U. 8. Army and Navy Journal, Government organ, 
Aug. 29. 

in 


eater accuracy as 
Lay ~ artistically fin- 
enging 


BUDGET OF FN, | 








TONTINE HOTEL, 


eng > Big wy > the proprietorship of this first- 
Hotel, the House has been in perfect orde 
from to cellar, the painted through- 
ot, papered and whitewashed—w: in, and new 
Rooms added. Large additions e also been 
made in Furniture, 
equal to any first-class otdl in the Country. Fami- 
lies can bave suite of rooms at either House as low as 
at any first-class House. 

The two Houses are furnished with Meats, Poultry, 
Milk, Butter, V les and Fruit, daily, from 
farm at Sachem’s Head. 

A Telegraph line is in constant ion between 
the two houses, and connects with all the lines in the 


United States. 
H. LEE SCRANTON, 
New Hawen, June 1, 1863. 





“ BURDEA!’ 

And will you have them? A Grecian aration 
which will cause Whiskers and Moustaches to grow 
heavy in ONE MONTH; only 50 cents, sent prepaid on 
receipt of price. 

415-18 Address Box 65, East Brookfield, Mass. 


Important to Soldiers ! 


In 18 karat Gold, $4. $1 for Solid Silver. 
1 
4 ] 


Soldier should have a BADGE with his 
NAME MARKED DISTINCTLY UPON IT. The 
subscriber will forward to any Soldier in the Army 4 
SOLID SILVER BADGE, with his name, company 
and ed upon it, on receipt of $1. The 
above cut represents size and — of furnish- 
ed, also Badges distinguishing the Army Corps. It 
can be fastened to any garment—by so doing, he will 
be sentty recognized in cases of misfortune on the 

. Im case a 


soldier should not get his 
Badge, in consequence of 





change of location, it will 
be sent to his relatives, if they can be found. We 
will : 


faraish . 
ONE HUNDRED FOR EIGHTY-FIVE DOLLARS, 
CASH IN ADVANCE. 

All kinds of Gold and Silver Army Badges made to 
order. ag Badges Masonic or other marks re- 


with 
extra extra charge. Address 
bar st H. 1 LINNELL, 84 Seventh Av., N. Y. 


“ wronstaches and Whiskers in 42 Days.” 
Hunting, Fishing and a GREAT SECRETS, 
all in the BOOK of WONDERS, 11,000 sold. 15th 
Ed. Now ey =f price only 20 cts. 8 for $1, post 
PaMidress CE. HUNTER & CO., Hinsdale, N. H. 





‘| 415-18 





“One of the oldest and most reliable h 
business.” —Louisville, Ky., Journgl, July 31. 

Sa@-TERMS, CASH! INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE! 
No Agente omqnered ; buyers must deal directly with 
us. money is sent us by express or mail in a regis- 
tered letter, it is at our risk! Orders will meet the 
most prompt and faithful attention. 

HUBBARD BROSB., SoLtz ImPo 


RTEBS, 
415-16 169 Broadway and 2 Cortlandt 8t., N. Y. 





We have furnished our Rifles as follows : 
To State of Kentucky, 1 ; to State of Indiana, 760; 
to Gen. Ripley, Chief of Ordnance, 180; to Col Col- 
lins, 11th O.'V. C., 220; to many independent com- 
es; to military officers and citizens too numerous 


to mention, 54 Ibs., 24 in., 44 cal. 





415-27 B. KITTREDGE & CO. 





100.—A new and beautiful Art, by which per- 
tt Fiae on on clear from $5 to $10 per day st 
the cost of a few cents. This Art is worth hundreds 
of dollars to persons ag leisure evenings. Full 
instructions sent on the receipt of 25 cents. 

415 Address Box 2330, Bc ston, Mass. 





10,000 Agents Wanted! 


Business pleasant ang of the highest respectability. 
Profits from $20 to #00 per week. Enclose stamp for 
letter of Agency. ONES & CLARK, 

415 83 Nassau Street, N. Y. 


Do You Want Luxuriant Whiskers 
or Moustaches ? 


MY ONGUENT will force them to grow heavily 
in six weeks (upon the smoothest face) without stu 
or injury to the skin. Price $1—sent by mail, post 
free, to any address on receipt of »n order 

R. G, GRAHAM, 109 Nassau St., N. Y. 
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J. H. WINSLOW & CO. 


REATEST OPPORTUNITY EVER OF- 
= FaRED JEWEL- 


TO SECURE GOOD 
LERY AT LOW PRICES. 
100,000 
WATCHES, CHAINS, SETS OF JEWELLERY, GOLD PENS, 

CELETS, 


. LOCKETS, RINGS, GENTS’ PINS, 
GLEBVE-SUTTOMS, 8 STUDS, ETC., ETC., 


Worth $500,000, 











000 worth of Jewellery for $1 each, 
ovaine. Bond 25 cents for Catalogue containing & 
list of kind and style made, —- 


ur own selection. The only ity 

Food Jewellery for $1, and the 
t. 

him H. BLISS & CO., 82 and 84 Nassau St., N. Y. 


ie you 








Bounty, Pay, Prize Money, 





i 
| 
i 


ef 
3 





PAMPHLETS, BOOKS and Store , RAGS, 
ROPE, ING, COTTON and all of 
stock, at 40 West : 

000 MAUR & CO, 





TEN CENT MONTHLY 


{ FOR SEPTEMBER, 1863. 

This cheap and elegant Magazine, the great 
favorite with all, contains Ida Lee; or, 
the Child of the Wreck, illustrated ;— 
Victoria, a Romance of the Heart, illus- 
trated ;—A Man Overboard, on the Sea 
of Life, illustrated ;—The Children of the 
Public, illustrated; with Poems, Sketch- 
es, Anecdotes, Caricatures, and all need- 
ed to charm the eye and feast the soul. 

It is the Cheapest and Best Magazine pub- 
lished. 10 centsanumber; $1 a year. 
All who love good original Stories, chiefly 
of American life, should subscribe. 
FRANK LESLIE, 
72 Duane Street, N. Y. 


DURYEA’S MAIZENA 


_ 








4 
& 
if 
i 
Fi 
5 
# 


P 
'p TRY ONE POUND 


Cakes, Custards, Blancmange, ets withoxt | 1 

, 2868, 
with few or no eggs. It is also excellent for thicken- 
ing sweet sauces, gravies for fish mem, some, 
= For Icecream nothing can com; with it. 

“ 


i 
| 
it 
¥ 
£° 
i 


article of 


WHOLESALE DEPOT, 166 FULTON STREET. 
WM. DURYBA, General Agent. 


a. 


12-24 


"Lectures and Literary Agency. 


The subscriber, having resumed his residence in 
New York, renews his offers of service as a Public 





Lecturer and Literary Agent. 

LECTURES.—He nae pespenes and is preparing 
New Lectures in verse, adapted to popular 
audiences 1 deliver them on le — 

, Lyce- 


at the invitation of Young Men’s As 
tes throughou 


Anni 
8, other Seminaries of and 
lleges, Learning, 


bodies, po and . 
LITERARY AGENCY.—The subscriber will con- 
tinue his Its object is to assist 


ee ee 
ion is given. are approved, recom- 
paper bm | ~ CY Tor en, P’ ’ 


th 

this opinion, whether fa- 
vorable or adverse, an advance fee of $10 is required. 
This should be remitted by mail r 


asking advice 6) cover a fee, to 
compensate time and trouble in replies. Address 
an ARK BENJAMIN, 75 West 45th St., N. Y. 


a ee ee 





a we E, Jz, & CO., Newburyport, Mass. 





Violin for Hot Weather.—Best 


8, 25 cents, 
TBU t'700 tunes 
for Violin, Flute or Cornet, $1. BUGLE CALL; 50 
td ee Googe ont Glees, 50 . U.S. REG. 
DR AND Fl Instructor, 50 cents, mailed. 
413 FRED. BLUME, 208 Bowery, N.Y. 








J. MARC MARTIN, 
SOLE AGENT FOR THE UNITED STATES 
16 No, 208 Pearl Street, N. Y. 





DERRICKSON & BARTLETT, 


(Successors to JAS. T. DERRICKSON,) 
COMMISSION 


PAPER MERCHANTS, 


30 Beekman Street, NW. ¥. 
Jauus G. DERRICKSOR, Hewer A. BARTLETT 





BOOKS, CARDS, PRINTS, 
LONDON, PARIS and YANKEE NOTIONS, Cir- 
culars sent on receipt of stamp. 

MACKEY & CO., 8 Nassau St.,N Y,. 


Card Pictures, Photographs, &c. 


K. W. BENICZKY, 


HAVING ENLARGED AND IMPROVED HIS 
GALLERY, No. 2 ag-NE W-@e Chambers 8 

has increased facilities for poking ore Pictures an 
other Photographs, AT THE LOWEST PRICES. 








The Great Money-Ma Article. 
p10 ety needs ie. As mts or Soldiers = a mabe 
a day... Sample, particulars, sen 
mail, for Lilbents. Address . 
E. H. MARTIN, Hinsdale, N. H. 





Read, Mark Learn the conterts of the 
invaluable work, “The Illustrated Marriage Guide 
and Medical Adviser,” by WM. EARL, M. D., 200 
pages, Mailed in sealed —% on receipt of 25 
sents. Address 58 White ,H.Y, 411-14 





STOMACH BITTERS 


HOSTETTER’S BITTERS.—If the stomach is 
wrong all is oy - It is the balance wheel of body 
and mind. The dy ic is the most miserable of 
human beings. The thing necessary to cheerful- 
ness, to heaithful sleep, to bodily strength, to clear- 
ness of intellect, to vity, to the enjoyment of life, 
is a sound digestion. If the stomach does not perform 
its duty, discipline it into lar and healthy action 
by the use of HOSTETTER’S STOMACH BIT- 
TERS, the purest diffusive stimulant ever adminis- 
tered. It is mild and pleasant: it cheers, invigorates, 
and gives elasticity and cneeay to the whole system. 
Its action upon the coats of the stomach is renovating 
in a wonderful degree. Use it for a week and you 
will find the sense of oppression after eating, and of 
emptiness and faintness between meals, which are 
the distinguishiog features of dyspepsia, entirely re- 
lieved, the bowels regular, the appetite good, and the 
pulse firm and even. ; 

Sold by all Druggists and Family Grocers. 


Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters, 


PREPARED AND SOLD B 





Y 
HOSTETTER & SMITH, Pitrspvnre, Pa. 
Depot ror New York, 428 BrRoapwar 


or express, 
with ’ ‘ 4 of 
mapusertass, a iy My of Le aye 





SEWING MACHINE CO. 


Produce the best Family Sewing Machine in use— 
simple in construction—durable in all its 
y understood without 


of 
stitch on every kind of fabric—adapted to wide ran 
of work without change or wijastmnent-—needle 
it—tension no taking apart ma- 
chine to clean or oil. 

These are facta, and wilk determine the 
Gaciee ous purchaser having the ,opportunity of 
Please call and examine, or send a Circular. 
a 

OFFICE, No. 5388 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


SOLDIERS! SOLDIERS" 
ARTIFICIAL L5GS! 


Metallic Legs 
Sate Remap ae. Patented Jan. 6, 1863, 
y 
UNIVERSAL JOINT AND ARTIFICIAL LIMB 
COMPANY. 
WEIGHS ONLY FOUR POUNDS. 
Price 





beaseebecee soer-censaceseoesinnl ‘ 

will lengthen and ome, and self-adjust 

ing. for a Circular. Also, lightest best 
Arm in the world. 


OFFICE AND SALESROOM, No. 491 Broadway. 
412-15 J. W. WESTON, Agent. 





Union Playing Cards! 

. National American yr my 
ond Maer for Joe’ 62 enameled a“ the pack. 
Eagles, ae We and Flags , a. e suits, 
Fre on vecept of $i. The asual discount to the trade. 
Send fora . Address 

AMERICAN CARD CO. 
455 Broadway, or 165 William 8t., N.Y 


AGENTS and DEALERS, 


Ant the tate tp gunceinthe Siionten Bet of one 





and /ndelible 
clothing. New Magic Tobacco 


Cement—a union with this nope can 
and Barometers 














Card Photographs 20 h, 6 1. 
Circular, one wtp Ft te = > 





The Barly Physical Degeneracy of 
AMERICAN PEOPLE, 


And the carly seendhely doctne of Childhood and 
Youth, just published by DR. STONE, Physician to 
the Tro and Hygienic Institute. 





DR. ANDREW STONE, 


Ph: to the Troy L and Hygienic 
And Physician for Diseases of the Heait, Throat 
Lungs, No. 96 Fifth Street, Troy, N. Y. 402-14 


Gold! Gold! 


oft parte Ja Ventiognton, ant how te win 

e ove 0! opposite sex, sent by mail to 

pad on tag Cents. Address od 
JAGGERS & HANDLEY, Calhoun, Il. 











Co.’s Letter A Family Sew- 
ing Machine, with all nat Bog Smgvovememe — 
er, ete., ete. yooh and best, and most 
beautiful ofa Stachince oy Poly = and 

8. 1 

stitch (which is on both sides), and has great 

for ALL KINDS of cloth, and with 

ALL KINDs of thread. Even leather, as weil as the 

finest muslin, may be sewn to on this 

. It use 200 spool as well as No. 

30 linen it can do can only be known 
by seeing the e tested. 

The Branch Offices are well supplied with silk twist, 


thread, needles, oil, ete., of the best quality. 
Send for a copy of “ SINGER & Gos Punphisi.” 
000 I, M. GRR & CO., 458 Broadway, N. Y. 





More than 30 years of sale and use 
ot MARSHALL’S Catarrh and Headache Snuff, have 
— its great value for all the common diseases 

e head ; and at this moment, more of it is used 
Ht stands higher than over before. Sold by all Drug- 


. 14 


mabe 





Attention, Soldiers! 


In solid 18 k, gold, $3 50, 
Ifa 








tia eee 
AD ALL Ep ubseri forward to 





ony ae Ge om + 
solid 






D Silver Badge with 

i © Dp ame, y and 
VL « ment reese Sco 
™ AYN, }) thove cat represents size 
ve cu sen e 
ee oe and style of furnish 
ed. It can be med tc 





any garment. Address 


WY DROWNE & MOORE, 


Manufacturing Jewellers, 208 Broadway, N. ¥ 





How to Woo and be Sure to Win. 


“ PBYCHOLOGIC FASCINATION ”—A book of 60 
P and five illustrations, containing directions so 
Plain that any person can fascinate and win the love 
and confidence of any person of the opposite sex in- 
a thus rendering SUCCESS IN COURTSHIP 
CERTAIN. Sent by mafl for 50 cents and a 3c. stamp, 





‘Address E. D. LOCKE & CO. 
413-16 Box 1525, Portland, Maine, 





50,000 AGENTS WANTED! 
RARE OPPORTUNITY! 


75,000 Watches, Gold Pens and Pencils, 
VEST, GUARD AND NECK CHAINS. 
CHATELAINE CHAINS AND PINS, 
ENGRAVED BRACELETS, 
ENGRAVED SPRING LOCKETS, 


To be sold for One Dollar each, without to 
value, not to be paid for till you know 
what you are to get. 


With the information of what ean have will be 
sent a Circular full instructions te Agents 
and « full articles, and then it will 
be at or not, 





TIFFANY & OO., 
LATE 
TIFFANY, YOUNG & ELLIS. 
Fine Jewellery, Precious Stones, Watches, Silver- 
Ware, Bronzen, , Rich Porcelain Articles of 
Art and Luxury. 
No. 460 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
House in Enis, TIFFANY, REED & CO. 


GREEN SEAL 
RHEUMATIC SPECIFIC! 


A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
CHRONIC AND INFLAMMATORY 


RHEUMATISM, 
Rheumatic Gout & Tic Doloreux. 


PRICE @1 A BOTTLE. 


* WATSON & CO., New York. 
Post Office Box 3948. 








ts Wanted-—¢2 positively made from 20 
cents. y wanted by eve m. Call and 
enamine, Or 18 samples sent b taal tor 20 cents that 
retails for $2, by R. L. WOLCOTT, No. 170 Chatham 
Square, N. Y. 415-27 


Now that the War is so rapidly coming to an 
end, all who wish to preserve the most 
authentic, reliable, graphic and interest- 
ing History should take FRANK LES- 
LIE’S PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE 
WAR, edited by the Hon. E. G. Squier. 
It will be completed in about 40 num- 
bers, and brings down the narrative fur- 
ther than any other. It contains over 
1,000 Illustrations, alymade from sketch- 
es taken on the spot by numerous Special 
Artists, and therefore possesses a Truth 
and Authenticity to which no others can 
lay claim. 





FRANK LESLIE, 
, 72 Duane Street, N. Y. 
SINCLAIR TOUSEY, 
General Wholesale Agent, 
121 Nassau Street, M. Y. 
Thirty-three numbers are now published. 
The whole work will be sent to subscribers 
for $10, and will be completed at the 
earliest moment. 


ANNETTE ; 
OR, 
THE LADY OF PEARLS, 
By A. DUMAS, Jr., author of “ Camille.” 


A natural, faithful translation of this celebrated 
French WS. popaerey sivale, if 38 Goce 
per re A hy ~ el 





novel on which LA TRAVIATA is 
To get the best edition of the best translation, be 
sure to ask for 


FRANK LESLIE'S EDITION. 








30 per cent. ae id rizes. Informciic 
furnished. ghest 4 ~ x or Doubloons and r 
kinds of Gold ard Bilver. 
TAYLOR & CO., Bankers, 
M >. 16 Wall Street, N. Y, 
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TO EVERYBODY 
Who wishes to get rich. We offer 
GREAT INDUCEMEUNTS 
To sell the largest, best and cheapest 
Stationery and Prize Packets Out. 
Something that everybody wants, and 
NO HUMBUG! 
Send for our New Circular acd read for yourself, 
° G. 8. HASKINS & CO., 36 Beekman St., N. Y 


$20 AMERICAN $20 
LEVER WATCHES. 


HANDSOME HUNTING CASE GENUINE AMERICAN 
Lavene, Be GS. Sheree go, Wyatenes 
owest w 


f every fae any by 
wea 3.1. FENOUBCN, 2 208 ae N.Y. 


FRIENDS OF SOLDIERS! 
LL Afticles for Soldiers | at i Beltimere, 


Washington, Fortress Rese old 
Newberne, Port Royal, and al oth wate pltost should 
HARN DENS EXPRESS — 








be sent at half rates, b 
ae enemy. =. 87 HAREDEWS EXPRESS 





‘shults’ tet Onguent.— Warranted to yortase a! a. 


set of Whiskers in six wore oS 
ner cents. CF sHUL SHULTS, 





Nervous Disease: and Physical Dehili- 
TY, arising from Specific causes, in both Sexes—new 
and reliable treatment in Re rts of the HOWARD 
ASS°CTATION—sent in - potter envelopes, free 
of ¢ e. Address DR. J. 8 LIN HOUGH- 
TON, Howard Association, No. 2 Hout Sinth wrest, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





———— 


MILLERS *@QO7HAIR DYE 


Solu atel stbregsiee, “Boost 8 Dey Bert, ¥.. x 


$7. WATCHES. 97. 
A Boautifal | ed Goid-Plated Watch, Lever 
Cap, emall size, lovements time- 


& ° 
A Solid Silver, came 
t» the army. 

° 





FINE DRESS 
SHIRTS 
TO ORDER. 
UNRIV ALLED 
In MANUFACTURE, 
Fitting and Material, 
AT UNION ADAMS, 
637 BROADWAY. |: 





WARDS 
PERFECT FITTING 


SHIRTS. 


Made to Measure at $24, $80, $36 and 
$42 PEP DOZEN. 
SELF-MEASUREMENT FOR SHIRTS. 
Printed directions for self-messurement, list of prices, 
and drawings of different styles of shirts and collars 

sent free everywhere. 
, 
S' sé! AND LAE vARS 
“CUFFS = 
EN*MELED WHITE, 
Having the “PP arance and comfort of linen, have 
been worn in En;,!ard for the last two ye«rs in preter- 
ence to any other collar, a8 they are readily cleane 
in one minute. 
To military mex or travellers they are inveluable. 
Price $1 each; s nt by post on receipt of $1 14. 
Wholesaie ond : ~etal!. 
Agents wanted for e: ery town end “ty ‘n the Uvios. 
For terms app'y to 


8S. W. H. WARD, from London, No. 3*7 
4lto 


TO CONSUMPTIVES! 


The Rev. Edward A. Wilson continues to mail free 
of charge, to all who desire it, a copy of the prescrip- 
tion by which he was completely cured of that dire 
disease, Consumption. Sufferers wits «uy Throat 
or Lung Affection should obtain the Prescriptions and 
try ite efficacy at once. Delays are dangerous. 

Address 


Brosdwsy 





REV. EDWARD A. WILSON, 


409-200 Williamsburg, King’s Co., N. Y. 








BOYS WILL BE BOYS. 


Master CHaRLEY—‘‘ Hooray! here’s Aunt Sallie would go into the water with her net on, 
and I'm blest if she hasn’t caught a great big lobster in it!” 





STEEL COLLARS! 
STEEL COLLARS! 


THE © wr ae gr ~ COL- 
. are now —— su orders to 
any extent for their Sup or Collars both “ Choker” 
tern and genuine ‘‘ Turn-Down” pattern—no com- 
ation, nondescript, reversed article, as the imported 
ones are, 
Dealers are requested to send their orders to the 
AMERICAN ENAMELLED STEEL COLLAR CO., 
9 Pine Street, N. Y. 
4150 ' Cc. H. WELLING. 





$40 Month, paid. For particulars, ad- 
- hoe stamp) HARRIS BROS., Boston, Mass. 


$16 Per Day Easy $15 
And a Watch Free! 


100,000 men and women wanted to act as Agents in 
Vv vA? 


every Town, and immensely 

popular, pave PL ExTra L: LARGE S1zE 
ZE PACKAG&SS, containing args 

a, RECIPES, — OTIONS, etc, 


Selle wonderfully. ever 
manufactured. contains fine Writing 
| ag such as eee ey Pens . ao 
otters, Emblems, Ladi hion 
slework, Co Keepsakes on Flaten, De 
Com one (for Soldiers), Parlor 
a Many ware 
— 3+ 
D esigns, 
Nortons of all kinds, Recipes, Games, Army L« 
[ Advice, » mage and Costly Presents of Washionable 
ewellery, etc., ete, ete., the whole worth MANY 
DOLLARS, if bought separately Price each Pack 
ONLY 26 cents retail. Wholesale rates to Agen 
very low. Packages to PER CENT PROFIT ale 
LOWED. 8 << ee ‘pat up for Sut- 
lers, Pedlars, Goops cane 
= ALL PARTS oF. — ao ion Au 
to Receive and Sell our Goods. A Bplen- 
aid “Solid Silver Watch,” En lish Movements. and 
Correct Timeviece, presen: ” to al' who act as 
md for our New Clrvalars with Extra 


Agents. Se: 
Premium Inducements, free. 8. RICKARDS & 


co., 1 Nassau Btrect, New Gore, the Great 
and Oldest Prize Package House in 
ay orld. Beware of imposters of similar names, 





Army Corps and Union League Pins! 


NATIONAL 
UNIO 
LEAGUE 


(/ C.E.PACE 
Co.1 29 N.JNol. 

















v 
Agents Wanted in Regiment, Hos- 
Pital and Naval Vessel. 


FOR $1 I WILL ml A 


Shield, or bd Amuy Cc yp 


208 Broadway, N. , 3 


Watches Given to All our Agents! 
A GREAT eerye 1 

READER, delay not one moment ‘ou send for 
our New PRIZE STATIONERY. 1 PA KAGE Cir- 
cular, whether you want it or not. It contains im- 
portant information for everybody. Great induce- 
ment offered to ie ee 

0000 WEIR & CO., 34 South-Third St., Phila. 








Prepare for the J smecny vse 
Booksellers, | Goods Dealers, 
and the Public, please remember 
that there is no other Gift which com- 
pares with the CRAIG MICROSCOPE 
and MOUNTED OBJECTS, being an 
endless source of amusement in- 
struction. Over 200 dozen Microscopes 
and 700 dozen objects have been sold 
within a year by the Boston Agent alone. 
This Microscope, in brass, is mailed, 
Beautffa paid, for $2 25; or “with six 
mounted objects for $3; or 
ith 24 objects for $5. In hard rubber 
for 50 omen, on 2 to moe above prices. A li Tiberad 





A Secret Worth Knowing.—How to make 
the CELEBRATED WESTERN CIDER without 
apples or other fruit, ig 12 aeere. The Recipe sent 
everywhere for 25 cents, Addre 

4 F. B. BOWEN, Box *220, Boston, Mass. 


MEN and WOMEN ! 


$15 per day and an elegant Hunting-Cased Gold- 
Plated Watch to every Agent who will sell our great- 
e.t “ PRIZE PACKAGES” in the world. 

New Firm and New Goods. 

a@-Call or send for our New Circulars, and be 


convinced. 
MARKT & CO., 58 Liberty St. 
4150 Box 3141, N. Y. 


FRENCH FLANNEL ARMY SHIRTS 


Dress Shirts 


TO MEASURE. 
SIX SHIRTS 


$12, $15 & g18 


Dress Shirts, 
TO ORDER 

are made a Perfect 

Fit, Superior Work 

and are Unequalled 

a Quality for the 


An extensive as- 
sorument of 


TI TES, SUSPEND- 
LOVES and 
HDKGRCHIEFS. 














saci MS PARRISH, 323 Canal Strest, New York, 





A 
4150 OWENRY’ CRAIG, 335 Broadway, N. Y. 


Photograph Albums 


Beautifully Ornamented. Sent to all parts of the 
country. 50 tot Albums, in Price and Gold, 
French style, $5. Catalogue as Price me sent on 
rec:ipt of 5 cents. 

4150 I. W. LUCAS & Cco., ii yi fs Bw. Y. 








THE SECRET OUT! 
Humbug Exploded ! A Book of Wonders ! 


Containing more than 1,000 ‘‘ Mistakes Corrected,” 
“Secrets and Patents Revealed, » “ Employment for 
All,” Arts, Money-Making, Receipts and Discover- 
ies (Artificial Gold, Silver and Diamonds, Whiskers 
and Moustaches in Six Weeks, art of Embalming, 
Rarey’s Horse-Taming Method, Greek Fire, Fire- 
Eating, Hunter’s Secret—Everything), now sold by 
various “ Public Benefactors ” (7? ) from $1 to $5 each. 
“ Medical Adviser,” “ Guide to Doenty » “Road to 
Wealth.” Cookery and Toilet Receipts, etc. A work 
really valuable to everybody, mailed free on receipt of 
25 cts. Also, a book containing all the above, and ia 
addition, many valuable “ Rules for Preserving the 
Health of Soldiers” Hints on Camp Life, ample di- 
rections for Cooking, and full instructions for getting 
Furloughs and Discharges. Sent, postpaid, for #0 
cents. Address “‘ UNION BOOK "ASSOCIATION, ” 

az Agents wanted. Box 362, Syracuse, N. Y. 
4150 





we 


The Improved American 


CARTE PORTE. 


Cheapness and combined. 
ae — Everybody should have them. 
Just introduced b: 


*. & H, T. ANTHONY, 
No. 501 Broadway 
~~ mnemens of Albums, Photographic aterials, 


Re- 





Enclose $1, with the size your 
“ Choker ;” $1 50 for a “ genuine Turn-Down 
of “THE AMERICAN ENAMELLED STEEL 
COLLAR COMPANY’S manufacture, to Box 5173, 
Post — New York, and receive it return mail, 
415-160 Box 5173, P. O., N. Y. 


LOCKE WOOD'S, 675 BROADWAY 


10 COLLARS 
FOR 40 CENTS, 








way, 


A Beautiful Microscope for 30 Ou, 


AGNIFYING 500 times, mailed on receipt 
of price. Five of different » $1. at 


dress F. B. BOWEN, Box 220, . 








mmm CLEASON'S TER | 


KEROSENE CRATER 


for the 
., 10° the sick ; 
or toddy; cook a few oysters; boil or fry eggs; make 
tes and coffee; toast bread, etc., in less time time and ex- 
any other means known; used on any 


ae witout Sbcarng on light. Price 25 cents, by 


‘Also, 8 Te af tro 4 lamps without 


E. P. GL ASON, Manufacturer 
4140 N.Y. 


Mercer Street, 
Uncle Sam’s Currency Holders. 





! The Cutest mee ever invented for ~ 


aon aay: Sent to any address on 
ay rewipt of 0 cents and a red stam 
4140 —=—s iI. W. LUCAS & 'CO., 173 “173 Broadway, m.Y. 





BALLOU’S 
Patented 
French Yoke 


SHIRTS. 


Warranted to rit, 
and to be 


CHEAPER 


for the same qual- 
ities and make 
than those of any 
other Shirt House 
in this city. 
Circular conte. 
ing drawings sn: 
prices sent free. 





For sale by all the principal dealers throughout the 
United States. 
BALLOU BROTHERS, 403 Broadway, New York. 
TOMES, SON & MELVAIN 
6 Maiden Lane, New York. 





Dealers in nome of every Description. Army 
and Navy Equipments. 
RICH PRESENTATION SWORDS. 


Smith & Wesson’s Breech-loading Rifles and Pistols 
Bacon Manufacturing Co.’s Revolving Pistols. 


GREAT 
TRIUMPH. 


STEINWAY & SONS, Nos. 8 and % Walker 
Street, N. Y., were awarded a FIRST PRIZE MEDAI. 
at the late Great International Exhibition, — 
There were two hapéred and for compet pianos fro 
all parts of the world entered for com) 

The special correspondent of the New York Times 





ae Messrs. Steinway’s endorsement by the Jurors is 
emphatic, and stronger and more to the point than 
that of any European maker.” 0000 





REPEATERS 


Are now ready. The most safe, compact durable, 
effective cave and reliable Revolvers e. Carry 
large bails (No. 32 cartridge), are rapidly loaded and 
fired—conveniently carried in the ae length 
five inches — four barrels—each rifled gain twist 


and retail. 
ELLIOT ARMS CO 





SAINT CA 
ST.Cr 


THE COLLEGE OF ' 
C7 anaes 


wi. P/ VL, 


ALPINE Cakes ARY 


Ty eS tay 
LL An A I AMIN A 





